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The Printers to the Reader. 


Me dedication of this work having been 
EX made by che Authour to the Divine Ma- 
| FRE je/tic oncly,how ſhould we now preſume 
to intereſt any mertall man in the patro- 
nge of it? Much leſſe think we it meet 
to ſeck the recommendaticn of the Muſes , for that 
which himſelf was confident to have been inſpired by 
2 diviner breath then flows from Helicon. The world 
therefore ſhall reccive it in that naked {mplicitie, with 
which he left it without any addition either of ſi 
or ornament, more then is included in it ſelf. We — 
it free and unforeſtalled to every mans judgement, and 
to the benefit that he (hall finde * Onely for 
the clearing of ſome paſſages, we have thought it not 
unit to make the common Reader privie to ſome fevy 
particularities of the condition and dilpolition of the 
Perſon; 

Being nobly born, and as eminently endued with 
gifts of the minde, and having by induſtrie and happ 
education perteed them to that great height of — 
lencie,yhcreof his fellowſhip of Trinitie Colledge in 
Cambridge , and his Orator-ſhip in the Univertitie, 
together with that knowledge which the Kings Court 
had taken of him, could make relation farre above or- 
dinarie. Quiting both his deſerts and all the cpportu- 
niues that he had for worldly pte ferment, he betook 
himſelf to the Sanctuuie and Temple of God, choo- 
kn3 rather to ſerve at Gods Altar, then to ſcek the ho- 
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nour of Stare-employments. As for thoſe inward en 
forcements to this courſe(for outward there was none 
which many of theſe enſuing verſes bear witnefle of 
they detract not from the freedome , but adde to the 
honour of this reſolution in him. As God had enabled 
him, ſo he accounted him meet not onely to be called, 
but to be compelled to this ſervice : Wherein his faith, 
full — was ſuch, as may make him juſtly a com- 

anon to the primitive Saints, and a pattern or more 
tor the age he lived in. 

To teftific his independencie upon all others, and 
» quicken his diigence in this kinde, he uſed in his or 
din xie ſpeech, when he made mention of the lee 
name of our Lord and Saviour Jeſus Chriſt, to adde 
My Maſter. 

Next God, he loved that which God himſclf hath 

niſicd above all things, that is, his Word : ſo as he 
hath been heard to make ſolemne proteſtation, tl: ar he 
would not part with one leaf thercot for the whole 
world, if it were offered him in exchange, 

His obedience and conformitic to the Church 
the diſcipline thereof was ſingularly remarkable, 
Though he aboundcd in — yet went 
he every morning and evening with his familie to the 
Churchzand by his example, ex hortations, and encou 
ragements dre the greater part of his pariſluoners tc 
accompame him dayly in the publick celebration of 
Divine Service. , 

As for worldly matters, his love and eſteem to then 
was ſo little, as no man can more ambitiouſſy ſeek 
then he did tarneſtly endeavour the reſignation of a 
Eccle ſiaſticall dignine which he was polleſſour of. But 
God permitted nut the accompliſhment of this deſire 
having ordained him his inſtrument for reedifying © 
the Church belonging thereunto, that had yen rui 
natcd almoſt twenty yeares. The reparation —_ 


* 


| Raving been uneffeQually attempted by publick col- 
ney lechons, was in the end by his ovyn and ſome 
— others private free · will- offerimgs ſuccesfully effected. 
the With the remembrance whereof , as of an eſpeciall 
bled] good work, when a friend went about to comfort him 
led. on his death-bed, he made anſwer, It is go, work , 
li it be ſprinkled with the bloud of Chriſt: otherwiſe 
om · then in this reſpect he could finde nothing to glorie or 
note comfort himſelf, with, neither in this, nor in any other 


thing. 

and] And theſe are but a few of many that might be (aid, 
$ or4which we have choſen to premule as 4 glance to ſome 
elle $ of the enſuing book, and for an example to the 
dde Reader. We conclude all with his own Motto, with 
ich he uſcd to conclude all things that might ſeem 
hath to tend any way to his own honour; 

u he Leſſe then the leaſt of Gods mercies. 
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Ord, my firſ# fruits preſent themſelvet to thee; 
Tet not mine neither: for from thee they cames 
And muſt return. Accept of them and me, 
And make us ſtrive, who ſhall frag beſt thy name. 
Turn their eyes bither, bo ſhall make a gain: 
Theirs, who ſhall hurt themſelves or me, refrain. 
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| Perirrhanterium. 
| Hou, whoſe (wcer youth and early hopes in- 
hance 
* and price , and mark thee for a 
weaſure; 
Hearken unto a Verſer , who may chance 
Ryme thee to good, and make a bait of pleaſure, 


A verſe may finde him, who a ſermon flies, 
And turn delight into a (acrifice. 


* Beware of luſt: it doth pollute and foul 

* Whom God in Baptiſme waſhe with his oven blood. 
It blots thy leſſon written in thy ſoul; 

The holy lines cannot be underſtood. 
How dare thoſe eyes upon a Bible look, 
Much leſſe towards God, whole lult is all their book? 


Abſtain wholly, or wed. Thy bounteous Lord 
Allows thec choiſe of paths: take no by-wayes; 
But gladly welcome — he doth afford; 

Not -_ ry at thy luſt hath bounds and ſtaies. 
Continence hath his joy: weigh both; and ſo = 
If rottenneſſe have more,let Heaven go. 


If God had laid all common, ccrrainly 
Man would have been th'incloſer: but ſince no 
God hath impal'd us, on the contraric 
Man breaks the fence, and every ground will pl 
O what were man, might he hamſelt miſplace! 
Sure to be croſſe he would ſluft fect and face. 
5 A Drink 
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Drink not the third glaſſe, which thou canſt not tame 
When once it is within thee; but before 
Mayſt rule it,as thou liſt; and poure the ſhame, 
Which it would poure on thee, upon the floore. 
It is moſt juſt to throw that on the ground, 
Which would chrow me there, if I keep the round 


He chat is drunken, may his mother kill 
Bigge with his fiſter: he hath loſt the reins, 
Is outlawd by himſelf : all kinde of ill 
Did with his liquour ſhde into his veins. 
The drunkard forfets Man, and doth deveſt 
All worldly right, ſave what he hath by beaſt. 


Shall J, to pleaſe anothers wine · ſprung minde, 
Loſe all mine own? God hath giv'n me a meaſure 
Short of his canne and bodic; muſt I finde 
A pain in that, herein he findes a pleaſure? 
Stay at the third glaſle : if thou loſe thy hold, 
"Then thou art modeſt, and the wine grows bold. 


Tf reaſon move not Gallants, quit the room, 
(All in a ſhipwrack ſhift their ſeverall way) 
Let not a common ruine thee intombe : 
Be nota beaſt in courteſie ; but ſtay, 
Stay at the third cup, or forgo the place. 
Wu above all things doth Gods ſtamp deface. 


Vet, if thou ſinne in wine or wantonnefle, 
Boaſt not thereof; nor make thy ſhame thy gloric. 
Frailtie gets pardon by ſubmuſsiveneſſe; 
But he that boaſts, ſhuts that out of his ſtoric. 
He makes flat warre with God and doth de fie 
Wich tus poore dad ef cath the ſpacious 17. 


he 
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Take not his name, who made thy mouth,an vain: 
It gets thee a and hath no excuſe. 
Luſt and wine plead a pleaſure,avarice gain: 
But the cheap ſwearer — — 
Lets his ſoul runne for — as little fearing, 
Were I an Epicure, I could bate ſwearing, 
When thou doſt tell anothers jeſt, there in 
Omit the oathes, which true wit cannot need: 
Pick out of tales the mirth, hut not the ſinne. 
He pares his apple, that will cleanly feed. 
Play not away the vertue of that name, (tame; 


Which is thy beſt ſtake , when griefs make ghee 


The cheapeſt ſinnes moſt dearely puniſht are; 
Becauſe to ſhun them alſo is ſo cheap: 
For we have wit to mark them, and toſparc. 
O crumble not away thy ſouls fair heap.” 
If thou wilt die, che gates of hell - 
Pride and full fines have made the way A road, 


Lie not; but let thy heart be true to God, 
Thy mouth to it, thy actions to them both: 
Comards tell lies, and thoſe that fear the rod; 
The ſtormie working ſoul ſpits lies and froth. 
Dare to be true. Nothing can need a ly: 
A fault, which necds it moſt, grows two thereby, 


Flie idlenefle, wluch yet thou canſt not flie 
- aniſtreſſing, and complement. 
It thoſe ra thy day, the ſunne will cric 
Againſt thce : for tus lebe was onely lent. (thers 
God gave thy ſoul brave wi 
al 
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pur not thoſe fea- 
Into a bed, to ſleep out all | 
N A 


; 
Weathers. 
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Art thou a Magiſtrateꝰ then be ſevere: 

If ſtudious; copie fair, hat time hath blucr'd; 

Redeem truth from his jawes : if ſouldicr, 

Chaſe brave employments with 4 naked ſword 

Throughout the world, Fool not: for all may have, 
If they dare try, a glorious life,or grave. 


O England! full of ſinne, but moſt of floth; 

on out thy flegme,and fill thy breſt with glorie: 
hy Gentrie blcars, as if thy native cloth 

I ransfus'd a ſhcepiſhneſle into thy ſtorie: 
Not that they all are ſoz but that the moſt 
Are gone to graſſe, and in the paſture loſt. 


This loſle ſprings chicfly from our education. 
Some till their ground, but let weeds choke their ſonne: 
Some mark a partridge, never their childes faſhion: 
Some ſhup them over, and the thing 15 done. 

Studie this art, make it thy great deſigne; 

Aud if Gods image move thee not let thine, 


Some great eſtates provide, but doe not breed 
A mall ring minde ; ſo both are Joſt thereby: 
Or cls they breed them tender, make them nced 
All chat | leave : this is flar povertic, 
For he, that needs five thouland pound to live, 
Is full as poore as he, that needs but tive, 


The w1y to make thy ſonne rich, is to fill 

His muide with reſt, before his trunk with riches: 

For wealth without contentment, climbes a hall 

To feel thoſe tempeſts, which fly over ditches. 
Bur if thy ſonne can make ten pound his meaſure, 


Then all thou addeſt gay becall'd bus rreaſure. 
Wbes 


| 
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When thou doſt purpoſe ought, (within thy power) 
Be ſure to doe it, though it be but (mall: 
Conſtancie knits the bones, and makes us Rtoywre, 
When wanton pleaſures becken us to thrall. 
Who breaks his own bond, forfeiteth himſclt: 
What nature made a ſhip, he makes a ſhelt. 


Doe all things like a man, not ſneakinglyt 
Think the king ſees thee ſtill ; for tus King does. 
Simpring is but a lay-hypocriſie: 
Gave it a corner,and the clue undocs. 
Who fears to do ill, ſets himſclf to task: 
Who fears to do well, ſure ſhould wear a mask. 


Look to thy month; diſcaſes enter there. 
Thou haſt t Mo ſconſcs, if thy ſtomack call; 
Carve, or diſcourſe; do not a famine fear. 
Who carves, is kind to to: Who talks, to all. 
Lock on meat, think it ditt, then cat a bir; 
And ſay withall, Earth to earth I comnut. 


Slighe thoſe who ſay amidſt their ſickly healths, 
Thou lv'ſt by rule. What doth not ſo, but man? 
Houſes are built by rule, and common-wealths. 
Egtice the truſty ſunne, if that you can, 
From his Ecliptick line: becken the $kie. 
Who lives by rule then, keeps good companie. 


Who keeps no guard upon himſelf, is ſlack, 
And rots to nothing at the next great cha. 
Man is a ſhop of rules, a well truſs d pack, 
Whoſe every parcell under - Writes a law. 
Loſe not thy ſelf, nor give thy humours way: 
God gave them to thee under lock and key, 
A3 By 
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By all means uſe ſometimes to be alone. 

Salute thy (elf : ſee what thy ſoul doth wear. 

Dare to look in thy cheſt; fox tis thine oven: 

And tumble up and down what thou find'ſt there. 
Who cannot reſt till hee good fellows finde, 


He breaks up houſc,turns out of doores his minde. 


Be thriftie, but not covetous : therefore gi 
Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due. 
Never was ſcrapet brave man. Get to live ; 
Then live, and uſe it : els at is not true 
That thou haſt gotten. Surely uſe alone 
Makes money not a contemptible ſtone. 


Never exceed thy income. Youth may make 
Ev'n with the but age, if it will hüt, 
Shoots a boyv — leſlens ſtill his ſtake, 
As the day leſſens, and his life with it. 
Thy children, kindred, friends upon thee call; 
Before thy journey fairly part with all. 


Yet in thy thriving ſtill miſdoubt ſome evil; 
Leſt gaining gain on thee and make thee dimme 
To Ri things els. Wealth is the conjurers devil; 
Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil hath him. 
Gold thou mayſtſafely rouch; bur if it ſtick 
Unto thy hands, it woundeth to the quick. 


What skills it, if a bag of ſtones or gold 
About thy neck do drown thee? raiſe thy head; 
Take ftarres for money; ſtarres not to be told 
By any — to be purchaſed. 
None is ſo waſtefull as the ſcraping dame. 
She loſeth three for one; her ſoul,reſt; fame. 
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By no means runne in debt: rake thine oven meaſure. 
Who cannot live on twentie pound a yeare, 
Cannot on fourtie : he's a man of pleaſure, 
A kinde of thing that's for it ſelf roo deere. 

The curious unthrift makes his cloth too wide, 
dc. And ſpares himſelf , but would his taylor chide. 


2 not on hopes. They that by pleading clothes 


t 
fortunes ſeek, when worth ſervice fail, 
Would have their tale beleeved for their oathes, 
And are like empty veſlcls under fail, 
Old courticrs know thas ; therefore ſet out ſo, 
. As all the day thou mayſt hold out to go. 


In clothes, cheap handſomneſle doth bear the bell. 
Wiſedome's a trimmer thing, then _ Ve. 
Say not then, This with that lace will — 
But, This with my diſcretion will be brave. 
Mach cuiouſneſſe is a 3 
g Nothing with labour; tolly long a doing. 


Play not for gain, but ſport. Who for more, 
Then he _ — — heart 
Perhaps his wives too, and whom ſhe hath bore: - 
im. Servants and churches alſo play their part. 
Onely a herauld O that way oth padie, 
Findes his crackt name at length in the church- glaſſe. 


If yet thou love game at ſo deere a rate, 
+ Learnthis, that hath old gameſters deerely coſt: 
Doſt loſe?riſe up:doſt winne7 riſe in that ſtate. 
Who ſtrive to fir out le ſing hands are loſt. 
| Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace 
* Blowing up houſes with their hole increaſe. 
A 4 
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In converſation boldneſſe now bears ſway. 

But know, that nothing can fo fooliſh be, 

As empty boldneſſe: therefore firſt aſſay 

To ſtufte thy minde with ſolid braveric ; 
Then march on gallant: get ſubſtantiall worth. 
Boldneſle guilds finely, and will fer it forth. 


Be feet to all. Is thy complexion ſome? | 

Then keep ſuch companie ; make them thy allay: 

Get a ſharp wife a ſervant that will lowere. 

A ſtumbler ſtumbles leaſt in rugged way. 

' Command thy ſelf in chief. He lifes warre knoves, 
Whom all his paſſions follow, as he goes. 


Catch not at quarrels. He that dares not ſpeak 
Plainly and home, is coward of the two. 
Thank not thy fame at —— vill break: 
By great deeds ſte w, that thou canſt little do; 
And do them not: that ſhall thy wiſdome be; 
And change thy temperance into braveric. 


Tf that thy fame with ev'ry toy be pos'd, 
Tis a thinne webbe,yyhuch poylonous fancies make: 
But the great ſouldiers honour was compos'd 
Of thicker Rtuffc Which would endure a thake. 
Wiſdome picks friends; civilitie playes the reſt. 
A toy ſhunn'd cleanly paſſeth with the beſt. 


Laugh not too much: the wittic man Laughs lcaſt: 
For wit is newes onely to gnorance. 
Leflc at.thine own things laugh; leſt in the xx 
Thy perſon ſhare,and the concen advance. 

Make not thy ſport,abuſes : for the fly 

I hat feeds ou dung, is coloured thereby, 
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Pick out of mirth, like ſtones out of thy ground, 

Profancnefic, filchinefle, abuſive ne ſle. 

Theſe ate the ſcumme , vvith which courſe wits abound: 

The fine may ſpare theſe _ z yet —— * 
All chings are bigge with jeſt: nothi t's plai 

| Bur may de wie, if thou halt che vein. 


* 
bl 
» 


Wie's an unruly engine, wildly ſtriking 
Sometimes a friend, ſometimes the engineer. 
Haſt thou the knack? pamper it not with liking: 
But if thou want it, — it not too deere. 
Many affecting wit beyond their power, 
Have got to be a deare fool far an houc. 


A lad wiſe valour is the brave complexion, 
That leads the van, and (wallows up the citics. 
The gigler is a mulk-maid , whom ine ction, 
Or a fir'd beacon frighteth from his ditties. 
Then he's the ſport: the mirth then in hum reſts, 
And the. fad man is cock of all hus Its. 


Towards great perſons uſc reſpe Give boldneſſee 
, Thatcemper gives them theirs, and yet doth take 
ake: * 
Nothing from thine: in ſervice cate ot caldneſſe 
Dych ratably thy fortunes marre or make. | 
k Feed no man in bus finnes : for adulaton 


Doch make thee parcell-devil x dammauom. 


5 | Envie not greatneſſe: for thou mab t thereby 
I Ihy ſelf the worſe, and ſo the diſtance greater. 
not thine own worm ; yet ſuch ealoude, 
2 a others, but may make thee better, 
$ a goo Correct thy paſſions ſpite; 
| Then may the beaſts draw = to — light. 
Pick | A x When 
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When baſeneſſe is exalted, do not bate 
The place its honour, ſor the, perſons ſake. 
The ſlxine is that which thou doſt venerate; 
And not the beaft;that bears i on his back. 
I care not though the cloth of ſtate ſhould be 
Not of zich arras, but mean tapeitrie, 


Thy fnend put in thy boſome : year his cies 

Still in thy heart, that he muy ſce what's there, 

M cauſt require, thou art his ſacrifice ; 

Thy drops of bloud muſt pay down all his fear : 
But love is loſt; the way & friend 's gone, 
Though David had tus Jonathan, Chriſl bis Fobs- 


Yet be not ſurety, if thou be 2 father. 
Love is a perſonall debt. I cannot give 
My childrens right, nor ought he take it: rather 
Both friends ſhould die, then hinder them to live. 
Fathers firſt enter bonds to natures ends; 
And arc her ſureties, cre they are a friends. 


If thou de ſingle, all chy goods and ground 

Submut to love; but yet not mere then all. 

Giyc ane eſtate, as one life. None is bound 

To work for yo ho brought himſelf to thrall. 
God made mc one man; love makes me no more, 
Till labour come, and make my vycakneſſe ſcore, 


In thy diſcourſe, if thou defire to pleaſe : 
All ſuch is courteous uſefull, new, or witric. 
U ſcfulnefle comes by labour, wit by eaſe; 
C ourtefie grovvs in court; news in the cite. 
Get a good ſtock of theſe, then dra the card; 
. Thatlaies him beſt, of whom thy ſpeech is heard. 
Entt 
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Entice all neatly to what they know bet; 
For ſo thou doſt thy ſelf and him a pleaſure: 
(but a proud ignorance will loſe his reſt, 
Rather then ſhevy hus cards) ſteal from lus treaſure 
What to ask further. Doubts well rais'd do lock 


The ſpeaker to thee, and preſerve thy ſock. 


If thou be Maſter- , not all 
That thou cant — husband it, 
And give men turns of ſpeech : do not foreſtall 
By laviſhneſſe thine own and others wit, 
As if thou mad ſt thy will. A civil gueſt 
fob. Will no more talk all, chen cat all the feat, 


Be calm in arguing : for fierceneſc makes 
Errour a fault, and truth diſcourte ſic. 
Why ſhould I feel another mans muſtakes 
More, then bus ficknefles or povertie? 
In love I ſhould : but is not love, 
Nor wiſdome nexher: therefore gently move. 


Calmneſſe is great advantage: he that lets 
Another chafe, may warm hum at his pre- 


Mark all his wandrings and enjoy his frets; 


| As cunning fencers ſuftcr heat to tire. | 
ores Truth dyels not in the clouds: the bow that's chere, 
re, Dech often aim at, never hit the ſphere, 


Mark what another ſayes: for many are 
Tull of chemſclves, and anſwer their on notion 
Take all into thee;then with equall care 
| Ballance each dramme of reaſon, like a potion. 
If truth be with thy friend, be yvith chem both 
ard. } Share inthe conqueſt and confeiſe a woch. 
nt 
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Be uſefull where thou liveſt, that they may 

Both want and wiſh thy pleaſing preſence ſtill. 

Kindneſſe, good parts great places are the way 

Ta compalle thus. Funde out mens wants and will, 

And mcet them there. All warldly joyes go le ſic 
To the one joy of doing kindneſſcs. 


Pitch thy behaviour low, thy projects high; 

So ſhalt thou humble and magnanimous be: 
Sink not in ſpirit: ho aimcth at the sky, 
Shoots higher much then he that means a tree, 
A grain of gloric mixt with humbleneſſe 


Cures bath a fever and lethargickneſix. 


Let thy minde ſtill be bent, ſtill plotting where, 
And when and ho the buſinc ſſe may be done, 
Slackne ſſe beceds worms; but the ſure traveller, 
Though he alight ſomerimes, ſtill goeth on. 
Active and {tiring ſpirits live alone. 
Write on the others, Here lies ſuch a one. 


_ not the ſmalleſt loſſe, wherher it be 

In love or honour : take account of all; 

Shine like the ſunne in every corner: ſee 

Whether thy ſtock of credit fell, or fall. 
Who ſay, I care not, thoſe I give for loſt; 
And to inſtruct them, vill not quit the coſt, 


Scorn no mans love, chough of a mem degree; 
(Love is a preſent for a mightie king) * 
Much leſſe make any one thine encnuc. 
As gunnes deſtroy, fo my a little ſling, 

he cunning workman never doth refuſe 


The mcane ſt tool, chat he may chance to uſe, 


Ic 
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All forrain wiſdome doth amount to this, 
To take all chat is given; whether wealth, 
Or love, or language; nothing comes amifle 


anl Open tor thee; ot both may come too late. 


* Agooddigeſtion turneth all to health: 
And then as farre as fair behaviour may, 
Swike off all ſcores; none are ſo cleare as they, 


Keep all thy native good, and naruralize 
| All in of that name; but ſcorn their all: 
Embrace their active ne ſſe, not vanities. 
Who follows all things, forfeiteth his will. 
If thou obſervoſt ſixangers in each fir, 
Ia ume they l runne thee our of all thy wit. 


AﬀeR in things about thee cleanlineſſe, 
Thar all may gladly board thee, as a Hawvre, 
Slovens take up their ſtock of noiſomne ſſe 
Beforchand , and anticipate their laſt houre. 
Let thy mindes (weernefle have his operation 
* Upgnthy body, clothey, and habuanon, 


In Almes regard thy means, and others metit. 

Thank heav'n a bettet bargain, then to give 

Onely thy fingle market · money for it. 

Joyn hands with God to make a man to live. 
Grve to all ſomerhing; to a good poore man, 
Till thou change names, and be where he began. 


Man u Gods image; but a pc ore man is 
Chnilts ſtamp to boot: bockim | 

| God reckons for him, counts the favour his: 

Wine, So much givin to God; thou ſhalt be heard. 

| Letthy almes go before, and keep heavy ns gate 


Reſtore 
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Reſtore to God his due in tithe and time: 
A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole eſtatc. 
Sundaics obſcrve: think when the bells do chime, 
'Tis angels muſick: therefore come not late. 
God then deals ble ſſings: If a did ſo, 
Who would not haſte, nay give, to fee the ſhow? 


Twice on the day his due is underſtood; 

For all the week thy food fo oft he gave thee. 

Thy checre is mended; bate not of the food, 

Becaulc tis better, and perhaps may ſave thee. 
Thwart not ch Ane God: O be not croſk 
Faſtwehen thou wilt; but then ti gain, not lofÞ, 


Though private prayer be a brave deſigne, 

Yer — — , — 2 

And love's 2 weight to hearts, to cies a frgne, 

We all are but cold fuitours; let us move 
Where it is warmeſt. Leave thy fix and ſeven; 
Pray with the moſt: for vvhere moſt pray, is hear 


When onee thy foot enters the church, be bare. 
God is more then thou: for thou art there 
Onely by his permiſſion. Then bewarc, 
Aud _ thy felf all reverence and fear. 
Kneeling ne're ſpoil d ſilk ſtocking: quit thy fat 
All cquali are within the churches gate. 


Reſort to ſermons, bit to prayers moſt: 
Praying 's the end of preaching. O be dreft; 
Stay not for th other pin: vwhy thou haſt loſt 
A joy for it worth worlds. Thus hell doch jeſt 
Away thy ble ſings, and extreamly flout thee, . 
Thy clothes being faſt, but thy ſoul looſe abou: ts 
| = rn 
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In time of ſervice ſeal up both thine cies, 

And ſend them to rhine — — 

e T weep out the ſtains riſe: 

Lui order ſhur, all by the eare comes in, 
Who marks X others ſymmetrie, 

ow? * Makes all their beautie his de formitie 


Let van or buſe thonghes have there _ 
| andy h, thy plots, thy pleaſures chither. 
Chn s temple; ſo maſt thou thy heart. 
All worldly choughts are but theeves met t 
roſſe. Tocomin thee, Look to thy actions well; 
of, Forchurches are either our heav'n or hell. 


ulge not the preacher; for he is thy Judge: 
I miſhhe him, ho cer 6 
God calleth | Do not 
To pick eons an — — 
en; The workt ſpeak ſomething good: if all want ſenſe, 
hear! © Godrakesa text, and preacherh patience. 


; He thar gets patience, and the bleſſing which 
Te Preachers conclude with, hath not loſt his pains, 
He that by being at church eſcapes the dirch, 
Which he might fall in by companions, guns. 
y fas He that loves Gods abode, and to combine 
With ſaints oncarth, ſhall one day with them ſlune. 


not at preachers language, or ſhon: 
How kno thou, but th — him miſcarrieꝰ 
T ben turn thy faults and his into conſe ſſion: 
ſt God ſent him, whatſoc're he be: O tarry, 
ces. And love lum for his Maſter © his — " 0X 
oe Though it be ill, makes hum no ill — 
one 
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None ſhall in hell ſuch bitter pangs endure, 
As thoſe, who mock at Gods way of ſalvation. 
Whom oil and balſames kill, what ſalve can cure? 
They drink with greedineflce a full damnation, = 
ie Jews refulcd thunder; and vve, folly. 
Though God do hedge us jn, yet wha is holy? 


Summe up at night, what thou haſt done by day; 
And in the morning, what thou haſt to da. 
Preſſe and undrefle thy ſoul : mark the decay 
And growth of it: if with thy watch, that too 
Be down, then winde 4 — fince we ſhall be 
Moſt ſurely judg'd, make thy accounts agree, 


In brief, acquit thee bravely, play the man. 
Look not on pleaſures as they come, but go. 
Deferre not the leaſt vertue: hies poore ſpan 
Make not an ell, by trifling in thy wo. 
If thou do ill; the joy fades, not the poins: 
If yvell; the pain doth fade,the joy remains, 


Supe 


pes 


Superliminare. 


frag the former precepts have 
Sprinkled and taught, how to behave 
Thy ſelf in church; approach, and taſte 
The churches myſtcall repaſt. 


— — — 


Void profanenefle; come not here: 
Nothing but holy, pure, and cleare, 
Or that which groneth to be ſo, 
May at his perill further go. 


ENCES 
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The Altar. 


A broken Al T4, Lord, thy ſervant rear 
Made of a beat, and cemented with ten 
Whoſe parts are as thy hand did frame; 
No workmans tool hath rouch'd the ſame. 
A HAAR r alone 


Is ſuch a ſtonc, 

As nothing bur 

Thy power doch cut. 

Wherefore each part 

Of my hard heart 

Meets in this frame, 

To praiſe thy name. 
That if I chance to hold my peace, 
Theſe ſtones to praiſe thee may not ceaſe, 
O let thy bleſſed S 4 Cc RITICI be mi 
And fanfite tis AIT AR to be 0 


Nenn 
1 


— Sa 4 2 2 122 — 2 
— 3 4 * Ai 


_ 


- o 


The Church. 19 


« The Sacrifice, 


H all ye, who paſſc by, whoſe eyes and minde 
* To worldly things are ſharp , but to me blinde; 
5 me, who took eyes that Lmight you finde: 
; Was ever grict like mine? 


Princes of my people make a head 
unſt their Maker: Tov do withmdnd, 
cannot wiſh, except I give them bread: 
Was ever grief like mine ? 


Without me each one, WhO doth no me brave, 
Had to this day been an 
They uſe chat power ag 


2 — 
— Gef like mine? 


| a Keele, rake the bag did bears, 
he had all 1 had, did not forbeare 
o ſe me alſo, and to put me there: 
Wasever grief, &c. 


For thirtie pence he did my death deviſe, 

* at —— handred did the ointment prize, 
ot half ſo ſrycet as my (ſweet ſacrifice: 

ce; Was exer grief, &c. 


ore my ſoul melts, and my hearts deare treaſure 
ops bloud (the onely beads ) my words to meaſure: 


ke thi cup paſſe, if it be thy pleaſure: 


as Was ever grief, &c. 
e drops being = — — te ars, 
Balſome: are fork 
ing all wounds, but — — ut — bean 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Yer 


— 


20 The Church, 


vet my Diſci I cannot gain | 
One houre — ; but their drowwſie brain x 
Comforts not me, and doth my doctrine ſtain: 

Was ever grief like m 


Ariſe, ariſe, they come. Look how they runne, (> 
Alas! what hafte they make to be undone | 1 
How with their lanterns do they ſeek the ſunne ! 
Was ever griet, &c. 
With clubs and ſaves they ſeek me, as a thick, 7 
Who am the way of truth, the true relief; * 
Moſt true to thoſe, who are my greateſt grief: 1 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Fudas, do ſt thou betray me with a kifle ? 7 
Canſt thou finde hell about my lips? and miſſe |!& 
Of life, juſt at che gates of life and bliſſe? 


Was ever grief, &c. 
Ser, they lay hold on me, not with the hands r 
Of faith, but furie: yer at their commands W 


I ſuffer binding, who have loos'd their bands: | A 


Was ever griet, &c. 


All my Diſciples flie; fear puts a barre By 

Berwixt my friends and me, They leave the ſtarre, r. 

That brought the wiſe men of the Eaſt from farte. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Then from one ruler to another bound TI 

They leade me; urging, that it was not ſound * 

What I taught: Comments would the text confoumi p. 
Was ever grief, &c. 


The Pricſt and rulers all falſe vvitneſſe ſeek I, 
'Gainſt him, who ſceks not life, but is the meck 1; 
And readic Paſchal Lambe of this great week: 
Was ever grief, &c. 
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[Then they accuſe me of great blaſphemie, | 
That 1 did thruſt into the Deitie, 

xo never thought chat any robberie: 

Was ever griet like mine? 


Some ſaid, that I the Temple to the floore 

In three dayesraz'd, and raiſed as before. 

Why, he that built the world can do much more: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


IThen = condemne me all with that ſame breath, 
Wich I do give them daily, unto death. 
Thus Adam my firſt breathing rendereth: 

Was ever grief, &c. 


They binde, and leade me unto Herod : he 
Sends me to Pilate. This makes them agree; 
but yet their friendſtup is my emmitie: 

Was ever grief, &c. 


lead and all his bands do ſet me light, 

Who teach all hands to warte, fingers to fight, 

A onely am the Lord of hoſts and might: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


; Herod in judgement fits, while I do ſtand ; 

© Tumines mc with a cenſorious hand: 

© Im obey, who all things elſe command: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


| The Jews accuſe me with deſpitefulneſſe; 

And vying malice with my gentlenefle, 

Pick quarrels yith their onely happineſle: 
Was cyer grief, &c. 


lanſwer nothing, but with patience prove 
Hſtonie hearts will melt with gentle love. 


nde does lux at cagles with a dove ? 


Was ever grief, &c. 
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My filence rather doth augment their crieʒ 
My dove doth back anto —— tlie, 


Becauſe the raging waters Hill are high: 

ts Was ever grief like mi 
Heark how they crie aloud ſtill, Crycifie: 1 
It is not fit he live a day, they crie, | 
Who cannotlive leſſe chen eternally: | 


Pilate a ſtranger holdeth off; bur they, | 
Mane oven — cry, Away, away, | 
With noiſes c frighting the day: 

Was ever grief, &c. 


Yer ſtill — ſhour, and crie, and ſtop their eares, | } 


r ife among their ſinnes and fears, . 
And ore with n bloud on them and theirs: | | 


Was ever grief, &c. 


ct O- ST #4 


See how ſpite cankers things. Theſe words aright | $ 
Uſed, wiſhed, arc the wholc worlds light: A 
But hony is their gall, brightneſſe their night: 5 
Was ever grief, &c. 
They chooſe a murderer, and all agree 'A 
In um to do themſelves a — | 
For it was their oyvn cauſe Who killed me: 1 
| Was ever grief, &c. 
And a ſeditious murderer he was: U 


But I the Prince of peace; peace that doth paſſe 
All uaderſtanding, more then heay'n doth glafſe: | Y 


Was ever grief, &c. 
Why, Ceſar is their onely King, not I: T 
He clave the ſtone rock, when they were drie; T 
But ſurely not theu hearts, as I well wie: Ye 


Was ever grief, &c. ul g 


| 


7 
i 


| 


ſ: 


tuch each one cals for ſo with utmoſt breath, 
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| how they ſcourge mel yet my tenderneſſe 
— ber fr and yer —— 
Windes up my grief to a myſteriouſneſſe. | 
Was ever grief like mine ? 


They buffet me,and box me as they hit, 
Who graſp the earth and heaven wich my fiſt, 


And never yet, whom I would puniſh, miſs d: 


Was ever grief, &c. 


Behold, they ſpit on me in ſcornfull wiſe, 

Who by my ſpittle gave the blinde man cies, 

Leaving tus blindneſle to mine enemies: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


My face they cover, though it be divine. 
As Moſes face was vailed, ſo is mine, 


Leſt on their double-dark ſouls either ſtune: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Servants and ab je cts flour me; they arc witue : 


| Now prophe ſie who ſtrikes thee, is cheix ditue, 


do they in me denue themſelves all pitrie: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


And now I am deliver'd unto death, 


That he before me well nigh ſuffereth: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Your tears for your ovn fortunes ſhould be 
Was cver grief, &c. 


The ſouldiers lead me to the common hall; 
There they deride me, they abuſe me all : 
Yer for wel ve hæay uly legions I could call: 


Was erer grief, &c. 


Weep not, deare friends, ſince I for both have wept 
When all my tears were bloud, the whule you ſlept: 


Thea 
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Then with a ſcarler robe they me aray; 

Which ſhews my bloud to be the onely way, 

And cordiall left to repair mans decay: 

: Was cycr grief like mine? 


Then on my head a croyen of thorns I wear: 
For theſe are all the $ Sjon doth bear, 
Though I my vine planted and warred there : 
a Was ever grict , &c. 


So firs the earths great curſe in Adams fall 

U pon my head: ſo I remove it all 

From th earth unto my brows,and bear the chrall: 
Was ever grief , &c. 


Then with the reed they gave to me before, 


They ſtrike my head, the rock from whence all ſtar}. 


Ot heavy nly blesfings iſſue evermore: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail king: 

What ever ſcoffes or ſcornfulneſle can bring, 

I am che floore, the fink, where they it fling; 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Vet ſince mans ſcepters are as frail as reeds, 
And thorny all their crovns, bloudic their weeds; 
I Who am I ruth, turn into truth their deeds: 

Was ever grief, &c. 


The ſouldiers alſo ſpit upon that face, 

Which Angels did deſire to have the grace, 

And Prophets once to ſce, but found no place: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Thus trimmed forth they bring me to the rout, 
Who Crucifie him, crie with one ſtrong ſhout. 
God holds Jus peace at man,and man cries our: 


Was cvcr grief, KC, 


—— 
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They leade me in once more,and putting then 
Mine oyvn clothes on, they Icade me out agen. 
Whom devils flic,thus is he toſs d of men: 

Was cver grief like mine? 


And now wearie of ſport, glod to ingroſſe 

All ſpite in one, counting my life their loſſe, 

They carrie me to my molt bitter croſſe: 
Was ever grit, &c. 


_—_— I bear my felf , unull I faine; 
Then Simon bears it for me by conſtraint, 
The decreed burden of each mortall Saint: 


Was cyer grief, &c. 
0 «ll ye who paſſe by, behold and ſee ; 
lan Role 2 2 I muſt pl the tree; 


The tree of life to all, but onely me: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Lo, here T hang, charg d with a world of ſinne, 
The greater world o th two; for that came in 
By words, but this by forrow I muſt win: 

Was ever grief, &c. 


Such forrovy, as if ſinfull man could feel, 


Or feel his part, he would nor ceaſe to kneel, 
Till all were melted chough he were all ſteel: 
Was cver grief, &e. 


But, O my God, my God! why leav'it thou me, 
The ſonne, in whom thou doſt delight to be? 
My God, my God 


Never was grief like mine. 


me tears my ſoul my bodic many a wound; 
Sharp nails pierce thus, but — tliit confound; 
Reproches, Wluch are free while I am bound. 


Was ever grict , &c. 
B 


ks 
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Now heal thy (elf, Phyfician;now come don. 
Alas! I did fo, when 1 left my crown 

And fathers (mule for you, to feel his frown: 


Was ever griet like mine? 


In healing not my (elf, there doth conſiſt 

All chat ſalvation, which ye no refilt ; 

[Your ſafetie in my lickneſfe doth ſubſiſt: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


Berwixt to theeves I ſpend my utmoſt breath, 

As he that for ſome robberic ſuſfereth. 

Alas! What have I ſtollen from you? death: 
Was ever grief, &c. 


A king my title is, prefixt on high; 
Yet by my ſubze&ts am condemn'd to dic 
A ſervile death in lervile companie: 
Was cver grief, &c. 


They gave me vineger mingled with gall, 

But more with malice: yet. When they did call, 

With Manna, Angels food, I fed them all: 
Was cyer grief , &c, 


They part my gtrmencs,and by lot diſpoſe 
My coat, the type of love, which once cut d thoſe 
Who ſought for help, never malicious foes: 

Was ever grief, &c. 


Nayaftcr death their ſpire (hall further go; 

For they will pierce my fide, I full well know ; 

Thi as ſinne came, ſo Sacraments maght flow: 
Was ever grnet , &c. 


Bur now I die; now all is fkniſhcd. 
My wo, mans wzal: and now I bow my head. 
Oacly let ochers ſay, When I am dead, 


Never was gricflike mine. 
Tit 
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J The Thankſgiving. 


King of _ (A title ſtrange, yet true, 
0; To thee of ak s onely due) 


| Oh King of wounds how thall I grieve tor thee, 
| Who in all grief preventeſt me? 
— hs haſt wepe ſuch ſtore 
all thy body was one doore. 
Shall I be ſcourged, flouted, boxed, ſold 2 
Tu but to tell the tale 15 told. 
My God, my God, why Aft thou part from me? 
Was ſuch a grief as cannot be, 
Shall I then fin — 2 kipping, thy dolctull ſtorie, 
e with thy triuumphane gloric? 
dull thy — be my ſtroking? thorns, my flowers 
Thy rod, my poſie ? croſſe, my bower? 
du how then ſhall I imitate thee, and 
Copie thy fair, though bloudic hand? 
Surely 1 will revenge me on thy love, 
And tric who ſh:11 victorious prove. 
chou doſt give me wealth; I will reftore 
All back unto thee by the 
F thou doſt give me honour; men TT ll ſec, 
The honour doth belong to thee, 
Iwall not marry; or, it ſhe be mine, 
She and her children ſhall be tlunc. 
My boſome friend, if he blaſpheme thy name, 
I will tcar thence lus love and fame. 
half of me being gone, the reſt I give 
Unto ſome Chappell, die or lives 
A; for thy peſſion — But of that anon, 
When with the other I have done. 
For thy prede ſtin ation Ile contrive 
Thar theee yeaxes hence, if I ſurvives 


Thi B z Tlie 
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Tle build a ſpittle, or mend common wayes, 
Bur mend mine on without delaycs. 
Then I will uſe the works of hy creation, 
Asif Ius d them but for faſhion. 
The world and Iwill quarrell; and the yeare 
Shall not perceive, that I am here. 
My muſick ſhall finde thee, and ev'ry ſtring 
Shall have hus attribute to fling; 
That all together may accord in thee, 
And prove one God, one harmonie. 
If thou ſhalt give me wit, it ſhall appeare, 
If thou haſt gi n it me, tis here. 
Nay, I will reade thy book, and never move 
Till I have found therein thy love; 
Thy att of love, which Ile turn back on thee, 
O my deare Saviour, Victorie! 
Then for thy paſſion-- I will do for that-- 
Alas, my God, I knoyv not What. 


8 — 


— 
8 


The Repriſall. 


] Have conſider'd it, and finde 
There is no dealing with thy mighty paſſion: 
For though I dic for "thee, 1 2, 
My linnes deſerve the ondemnation. 


O make me innocent, that I 

May give à diſentangled ſtate and free: 

And yet thy wounds ſtill my attempts de ſic, 
For by thy death I dic for thee, 


Ah! was it not enongh that thou 

By thy crernall gloric diſt outgo me? 

Couldit thou nor griefs (ad conqueſts me allow, 
Bur in all vict ries oycrthrovy me? . 


= BS 
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Yet by confeſſion will I come 


[no the conqueſt. — I can do noughe 
Agunſt thee, in thee 1 will overcome 
The man, who once agrinſt thee fought, 


— ——_— 


1 —— _ — 


« The Agonic. 


PHiloſophers have mcaſur'd mountains, 
Futhom d the depths of ſcas, of ſtares, and kings, 
Walk'd with a ſtaffe to heav n, and traced fountains: 
Bur there arc N vaſt, ſyicious things, 

The which to meaſure it doch more be hove: 
| Yer ſe there are that found them Sinne in Lore. 


Who would know Sinne, let him repair 
Unto mount Oliver; there ſhall he ſee 
A man ſo wrung with pains, chat all his hair, 
His skinne, bis garments bloudic be. 
dune is that preſſe and vice, which forcerh pain 
Io hunt hus cruell food through ev'ry vein. 


Who knows not Love, let him aſlay 
And taſte that juice, which on the croſſe a pike 
Did ſet agun abroach; then let him ſay 

If ever he did taſte the like. 
Love is that quour et and moſt divine, 
Wach my God fecls as bloudz but I, as wine. 


B 3 The 
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The Sinner. 


O:d, how I am all ague, when I ſcek 

Wh I have treaſur'd in my memorie! 

Since, if my ſoul make cven with che week, 
Each ſcventli note by right is duc to thee, 
I finde there quarries of pil'd vanitics, 

But ſhreds of hohnefle, that dare not venture 

To ſhe their face, ſince croſſe to thy decrees: 
There the circunifcrence earth is, heav'n the centre. 
In ig much dregs che quintefience is ſmall: 

The ſpirit and good extract of my heart 

Comcs to about the many hundredth parr, 
Yet Lord re ſtore thine image, heare my call: (grone, 

And though my hud heart ſcarce to thee can 

Remember that thou once didſt wiite in ſtone. 


— — 
— 


——— — — — — 
Good Friday. 
() My chief good, 


How ſh1!! 1 meaſure out thy bloud? 
Ho ſhall I count what thee betcll, 
And each grict tell? 


Shall I thy woes 

Number according to thy foes? 

Or, ſince one ftarre ſho d thy firſt breath, 
Shall all thy death? 


Or ſhall cach leaf, 
Which falls in Autumne, ſcore a grief? 
Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be ſignc 
Ol the true vane? 


Then 


* B H 
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Then let eich houre 


Of my whole life one grief dævoute; 
That thy diſtreſſe through all may runne , 
And be my ſunne. 


Or rather let 
My ſeverall finnes their ſorroves get; 
That as each be-:it his cure doth knovy, 
Each hnne may ſo. 


Since bloud is ſitteſt, Lord, to write 

Thy ſorrow in, and bloudee light; 

My heart hath ſtore, write there, where in 
One box doth lie both ink and linne 


Thit when ſinne 2 ſo many foes, 
Thy whips,thy nails, thy wounds, thy woes, 
All come to lodge there, ſinne may ſay, 


No room for me, and tlic away, 


dine being gone, oh fill the place, 
And keep poll ſſion with thy grace; 
Leſt finne take courage and return, 
Aud all the wntings blot or burn. 


— — — 
— — — — — em —O - — — — - 


J Redemption. 


pave been renant long toa rich Lord, 
Not thriving, I teſolved to be bold, 
And make a ſuit unto him, to afford 
A new ſmull- rented leaſe, and cancell ch old. 


la heaven at his manout I him ſouzhe: 
They told me there, that he was lately gone 
About ſome land,which he had dearly bought 

Leng ance on carth, to take polleſſion. 
B 4 1 
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I ftraight return d, and knowing his great birth, 
Sought him accordingly in great reſorts; 
In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courry: 
At length I heard a ragged noiſe and mirth 


Of rheeves and munderers: there I him eſpied, 
Who ſtraght,Tour ſuit it granted, ſaid, & dicd, 


a Sepulchre. 


Bleſſed bodie! Whither art thou thrown? 
No lodging for thee, but a cold hard fione? 
So many hearts on carth, and yet not one 
Receive thee? 


Sure there 15 room within our hearts good ſtore; 
For they can lodge tranſgreſſions by the ſcore: 
"I houſands of royes dwell there, yer out of doore 


They leave thee. 
But that whuch ſhevvs them large, ſhews them unfic. 


What cver {inne did this pure rock commit, 
Wluch holds thee now? Who hath indited it 

Of murder ? 

( thee, 

Where cur hard hearts have took up Rones to brain 
And miſſing this, moſt falſly did arraigne thee; 
Onely theſe ſtones in quiet entertain -_ 

And order. 


Aud as of old, the law by heav'aly art 

Was writ in ſtone ; fo > Anger” | alſo art 

I he letter of the word, ſind ſt no fit heart 
To hold ther. 


Yet do we ſtill perſiſt as we began, 

And ſo ſhould periſh, but that nothing can, 

I hough it be cold, hard, foul, from loving man 
Withold thee. 


GA HD w© 
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«| Eaſter, 


Iſe heart; thy Lord is riſen. Sing his praiſe 
Wuhourt delayes, 
Who takes thee by the hand , that thou likewiſe 
With hum mayſtriſe: 
That, as his death calcined thee to duſt, 
His life may make thee gold, and much more juſt. 


Awake, my lute, and ſtruggle for thy part 
With all thy arr. 
The croſſe taught all wood to reſound his name, 
WI hore the ſame. 
His ſtreched finews taught all ſtrings, what key 
h beſt to celebrate this moſt high day. 


Conſort both heart and lute, and twiſt a ſong 
Pleaſant and long: 
Or ſince all muſick is but three parts vied 
And multiphed 
O let thy bleſſed Spirit bear a part, | 
And make up our defects with his ſyyect art. 


Igot me levers to ſtraw thy way; 

| got me boughs off many a tree: 

But thou welt up by break of day, 

And brought'ſt thy Meets along with chee. 


W ariſing in the Eaſt, 
he give light, & th Eaſt perfume ; 
If they ſhould offer to conteſt 8 
Wich thy ariſing, they preſume. 


Can there be any day but thus, 
Though many ſunnes to ſhine endeavour t 
We count three hundred, but we mille: 
There is but one, and that one ever. 
g B 7 Lite 


Lord, who createdſt man in wealth and tore, : 
Though fooliſhly he loſt the ſame, 
Decaying more and more, 
Till he bgcame 
Moſt poore: 
With thee 
O let me riſe 
As larks, harmoniouſhy, 
And ſing this day thy victories: 
Then full che fall farther the flight n me, 


The Church. 


CE Eaſter wings. 


ha 
or 
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« Eaſter wings. 


My tender age in ſorrow did beginne + 
And (till wich ficknefſes and flame 
Thou didit fo puniſh finne, 
That IT became 
Moſt thinne. 
With thee 
Let me combine, 
And tcel this day thy victotie: 
For, if I imp my vving on thine, 


Affliftion ſhall advance the flight in me, 


H. Ba- 
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H. Baptiſme. 
S he that fees a dark and findic grove, f 


Stayes not, but looks beyond it on the skie; 


So when I view my ſinnes, mine eyes remove | 
More backward ſtill, and to that water flic, 1 


which is above the heav ns, whoſe ſpring and tent 
' Is in my dente Redeemers pierced fide, 

O bleſſed ſtre ums either ye do prevent 
And ſtop our ſinnes from growing thick and wide, 


Or elſe give tears to drown them, as they grow. 
In you Redemption meaſures all my time, 
And ſpreads the plaiſter cquall to the crime: 

You taught the bo of lite my name, that ſo 


What ever future ſinnes ſhould me miſcall, 0! 
Your frſt acquaintance might diſcredit all, En 
0 


oil H. Baptiſme. 


Ince , Lord, to thee ſe 
A narrow way and little gate 
Is all che paſſage, on my infancie ba 
Thou alt lay hold, and antedate 
My faich in me. 


O let me ſtill 
Write thee great God , and me a cłulde: [ 
Let mc be ſoft and ſupple to thy will, 

* Small to my ſelf, to others milde, 


? Behither ill. Te 
Although by ſtealth Pu 


My fleſh get on; yet let her filter | 
M/ foul bid nothing, — — her wealth: | 
The growth of fleſh is but a bliſter; 4 

Childhood is health. 


ö 
o 
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4 Nature. 


Ul of rebellion, I would die, 
Or fight, or travell, or denic 
That thou haſt ought to do with me. 
O tame my heart; 
It is thy higheſt art 
To captivate ſtrong holds to thee, 


chou ſhalr let this venome lurk, 
in ſuggettions fume and work, 
My ſoul — turn to bubbles ſtraight, 
g And thence by kinde 
V:niſh into a winde, 
Mating thy workmanſhip deceit. 


Oſmooth my rugged heart, and there 
Engrave thy rev rend law and fear; 
Ur make a ne one, ſince the old 
Is ſapleſſe grown, 
And a much fitter ſtone 


To hide my duſt, then thee to hold. 


— — —— — — — — — — 


Sinne. 


Ord , with whae care haſt thou begirt us round ? 
Parents firſt ſcaſon us: then ſchoolmaſters 
Deliver us to laws ; they ſend us bound 

To mules of reaſon, holy meſlengers, 


= and ſundayes, ſorrow dogging ſinne, 
ions ſorted, anguiſh of all ſizes, 
Fine nets and ſtrat gems to catch us in, 


* Lud open, mullons of ſurpriſes 5 


Bleſſings 
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Ble ſſings beforehand, tyes of gratefulneſſe, 1 
The ſound of glorie ringing in our eares: 
Without, out ſhame; within,our conſciences; C 

Angels and grace, eternall hopes and fears. 


Yet all theſe fences and their whole aray 
Oac cunning boſome · ſinne bloyys quite away. 


— — — . 
«_ Affliction. * 


WW Hen fr it thou didſt entice to theemy heart, | 7 
I _ the ſervice brave: i 

So many joyes I writ down for my part, 

| Beſides what I might have 

Out of my ſtock of naturall delighes, "V 

Augmented with thy gracious benefits. 


I looked on thy furniture fo fine, 
And made it hne to mc: ] 
Thy glorious houſhold- ſtuffe did me entwi ne, p 
And tice me unto thee. 
Such ſtarres I counted mine: both hcav'n and carth * ' 
Payd me my wages in a world of mirth * 


What pleaſures could I want, hefe King I ſerved? | * 
Where joyes my tellows wen 
Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts rclerved 
No ave th riet or fear. | 1 
Therefore my ſudden ſoul caught at Ni place, 
And made her youth and kercenclc ſeck thy face. 


At firſt thou gay'ſt me milk and ſwwectneſſes; 
I had my with and ways |} 

My dayes were ſtraw'd with flow'rs and happineſe; , 
There was no — Muy! 

But with my yeares ſorto did tyviſt and grow, 
Aud made a paruc unawares for wo. 
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n unto my ſoul in pain, 
by pd Scnefies — my bones; 
Conſuming agues dwell in ev'ry vein, 
And tune my breath to grones. 
Gorrow was all my ſoul; I (carce belceved, 
Till grief did tell me roundly, that I lived. 


m | When I got health,thou took'ſt away my life, 
And more; for my friends dic: 
My mirth and edge was loft; a blunted knite 
Was of more uſe then I. 
Thus thinne and lean without a fence or friend, 
& | Iyas blown through with ev'ry ſtorm and winde. 


Whereas my birth and ſpirit rather took 
| The way that takes the town; 
| Thou didſt berray me to a hngring book, 
And wrap me in 1 gown. 
| wasentangled in the world of ſtrife, 
Before I had the power to change my lite 


d | Yer, for I threarned oft the ſiege to raiſe, 
| Not fimpring all mine age, 
> | Thou often didſt with Academick praiſe 
en Melt and diflolve my rage. 
took thy ſweetned pill, till I came neare; 
could not go away, nor perſcyerc, 


| Yer leſt perchance I ſhould too happie be 

| In my unhappineſle, 

| Turning my purge to food, thou throwelt me 
3 Into more ſickneſles. 
iy} Thus doth thy power croſſe- bias me, not making 
Thane own gitt good, yet mc from my wayes taking. 


My Noe 
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Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me 
None of my books will ſhow 
I reade, and ſigh, and with I were a tree; 
For ſure then I ſhould grow 
To fruit or ſhade: at leaſt ſome bird would truſt 
Her houſhold to me, and I ſhould be juſt. 


Let, thougli thou troubleſt me, I mult be meck ; 
In weakneſle muſt be ſtout. 
We. I'will chan ge the ſexvice, and go ſeek 
Some other miſter out. 
Ah my dente God! though I am clean forgot, 
Let me not love thee, if I love thee not. 


— 6 — 


— . — — 
LS * — — 


J Repentance, 


Ord , I confeſle my ſinne is great; 
Great is my ſinne. Oh! gently treat 
With thy quick flow 'r, thy momentanic bloom; 
Whoſe life {hull preſſing 
Is one undre ing, 
A ſteadic aiming at a rombe. 


Mans age is two houres work, or three: 
Each day doth round about us ſee. 
Thus are we to delights : but we are all 
To forrows old, 
IF life be told 
From what life feeleth, Adams fall. 


O let thy height of mercie then 
Compa ſſionate ſhort- bre athed men. 
Cut me not off for my moſt foul transgreſſion: 
do contefle 
My fooliſime ſſe; 
My God accept of my confeſſion. 
. Syveeren 


{ wi 
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Sweeten at length this bitter bowl, 
Which thou haſt pour'd into my ſoul; (ther: 
Thy wormwood turn to health, windes to fair wea- 
| For if thou ſtay, a 
I and this day, 
As we did riſe, we die together. 


When thou for ſinne rebukeſt man, 
Forthwith he waxcth wo and wan: 
Rirternefle fills our bowels ; all our hearts 

Pine, and decay, 
And drop away, 
And carzie with them th' other parts. 


But thou wilt finne and grief deftroy; 
That ſo the broken bones may joy, 
And tune together in a well-ſct ſong, 
Full of his prailes, 
Who dead men raiſes, 
Fraftures well cur'd make us more ſtrong, 


— * — — — 
„ w | — 


«\ Faith. 


Lord, how couldſt thouſo much appeaſc 
Thy wrath for ſinne, as when mans fight was dimme, 
And could (ec little, to regard his caſe, 

And bring by Faith all things to him? 


Hungrie I was, and had no meat: 
I ad conceit a moſt delicious feaſt; 
Lad it ſtraight, and did as truly cat, 


As ever did a welcome gueſt. 


| There is a rate outlandiſh root, 
Which when I could not ger, I thought it here: 
That apprehenſion cur'd fo well my foot, 
That Icin walk to heav'n well neare. 1 
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T oyeed thouſands and much more: 

I did beleeve that I did nothing owe, 

And liv'd accordingly; my creditor 

; Belceves ſo too, and lets me go. 


Faith makes me any thing, or all 
That I belecve is in the ſacted ſtorie: 
And where ſinne placeth me in Adams fall, 
Faith ſets me higher in his glorie. 


If 1go lower in the book, 
What can be lower then the common manger? 
Faith puts me there with him, who (weetly took 
Out fleſh and frailtic, de th and danger. 


If blifle had lien in art or ſtrength, 
None but the wile or ſtrong had gained it: 
Where now by Faith all arms are of a length; 
One f1ze doth all conditions fit, 


A pcaſan:t may beleeve as much 
As a great Clerk, and reach the higheſt ſtature. 
Thus doſt thou make — knowledge bend & 
$ 


While grace fil up unc ven nituic. 


Mhen creatures had no teall light 
Inherent in them, thou didſt make the ſunne, 
Impure a luſtre, and allow them bright; 

And in this ſhew, what Chriſt hath done. 


Thar which betore was darkned clean 
Wich buſhie groves, pricking the lookers eie, 
Varuſht away, when Faith did change the ſcene: 
And then appear'd a glorious skie. 


What though my bodie runne to duſt? 
Futh cleaves unto it, counting evr'y grain 
With an exact and moſt particular truſt, 

Relerving all for 25 again. 


Are 


4 
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Prayer. 


Rayer the Churches banquet, Angels age, 
Gods breath in man returning to his birth, 
The foul in paraphraſe, heart in pilgrimage, _ 
The Chriſtian plummet ſounding heav'n and carth; 


Engine againſt th' Almightie, ſinners rowre, 
Reverſed thunder, Chriſt-fide-piercing ſpear, 
The fix-ducs world- tranſpoſing in an hourc, 
A kinde of tune, which all things heare and fear; 


Softnefic, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliſſe, 
Exalted Manna, gladneſſe of the beſt, 
Heaven in ordinaric, man well dreſt, 


The milkic way, the bird of Paradiſc, 


( bloud, 
Church bels beyond the ſtarres heard, the fouls 
The land of ſpices; ſomething underſtood. 


Mes. 


—_— — Ep IE — 
— 
» 


The H. Communion. 


Ot in rich furniture, or fine aray, 
Nor in a wedge of gold, 
Thou, who from me waſt fold, 
Tome doſt now thy (elf convey; 
For ſo thou ſhould'ſt without me ſtill have been, 
Leaving within meſinne: 


da by the way of nouriſhment and ſtren ah 
Thou creep it into my brealt; 
Making thy way my reſt, 
And thy ſmall quantities my length, 
Wacch pread their forces into every part, 
Meeting ſuuncs force and art. 


Yer 
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Yer can theſe not ger — — my ſoul, 
Leaping the wall that parts 
Ou? ſouls and fleſhly hearts; 
But as th ourworks, they may conttoll 
My rebel-fleſh, and carrying thy name, 
| Aftright both ſinne and ſhame. 


Onely thy grace, which with theſe elements comes, | 
— the ready Way, 
And hath the privie key, 
Opning the ſouls moſt ſubtile rooms; 
Whule thoſe to ſpurits refin'd, at doore attend 


Dilparches from their friend. 


Give me my caprive ſoul , or rake 
My bodie alſo thither. 
Another lift like this will make 


Them both to be together. 


Before that ſinne turn d fleſh to ſtune, 
And all our lump to leaven; 

A fervent ſigh might well have blown 
Our innocent carth to heaven. 


For ſure when Adam did not know 
To ſinne, or ſinne to ſmorher; 

He might to heav n from Paradiſe ga, 
As from one toom t another. 


Thou haſt reſtot d us to this caſe 

By thus thy heav nly bloud ; 
Which I can goto, when 1 pleaſe, 

And leave th' carth to the food, 


J Antiphon. 


3 


Ol. 
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J Antiphon. 
Et all che world in ev ry corner 
* L My God and — 


Vers. The heav'ns are not too high, 
His praiſe may thither flic: 
The carth is not too lovy , 
His praiſes there may grovv. 


Che. Let all che world in ev'ry corner fing, 
My God and King- 


ert. The church withplalms muſt ſhow. 
No doore can keep them out: 
But above all, the heart 
Muſt bear the longeſt part. 


cho. Let all the world in ev'ry corner ſing, 
My God and King. 


— — — — — 
— — 


q Love J. 


Mmortall Love, authour of this great frame, 
— from that beautie which can never fade; 
ow 


th man parcel'd out thy glorious name, 


And thrown it on that duſt which thou haſt madc, 


While mortall love doth all the title gain ! 
Which ſiding with invention, they together 
Bear all the (way , polſcſſing heart and brain, 
Thy workmagſtyp) and vive thee ſhare * 
ie 
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Wit fancies beautie, beautie raiſcth weit: 
The world is theirs; they ryyo play out the game, 
Thou ſtanding by: and though thy glorious 
Wrought our deliverance from th infernall pit, 


Who ſings thy praile?onely a skarf or glove (low 
Doth warm our hands, and make them write 


—_— oC 
th. 


II. | 


Mmortall Heat, O let thy greater flame 

Attract the leſler to it 4 thoſe hires, 
Which ſhall conſume the world, firſt make it tam 

And kindle in our hearts ſuch true defires, 


As may conſume our luſts , and make thee way. 


Then ſhall our hearts pant theezthen ſhall our bras 
All her invention on thine Altar lay, 
And there in hymncs lend back thy hire Again; 


Our e ies ſhall ſee thee, which before ſaw duſt ; 


Duſt blown by wit, till that they both were blind: 
Thou ſlult recover all thy goods in kinde, 


Who wert difleized by uſurping lult : 


All knees ſhall bow to thee; all wits ſlull riſe, 
And ptaiſe him who did make and mend our cies 


— — — — — ä1— 
« The Temper, 


{ 


Hes ſhould I praiſe thee , Lord ! how ſhould T 


Gladly cngrave thy love in ſteel, ( 
If what my foul doth feel ſometimes, 
My foul might cver feel! 
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Alchough there were ſome fourtie heav ns, ot more, 
, Sometimes I peere above them all; 
| Sometimes 1 — reach a (core, 

Sometimes to hell 1 fall, 


Jo rack me not to ſuch a vaſt extent; 

Thoſc diſtances belong to thee : 
be world's too little tor thy tent, 
| A grave too big for me. 


Wile thou mcet arms with man, that thou doſt ſtretch 
A crumme of duſt from heav'n to hell? 
Will great God meaſure with a wrerch? 

oe Shall he thy ſtature ſpell ? 


O let me, when thy roof my ſoul hath hid, 
O let me rooſt and neſtle there: 

_ Then of a ſinner thou art rid, 

And I of hope and tear. 


Yer rake thy way ; for ſure thy way is beſt: 
Stretch or contract me thy debrer: 

nd} This is but tuning of my breaſt, 

To make the mulick better. 


Whether I flie with angels, fall with duſt, 
Thy hands made both, and 1 am there: 
„ Thypower and love, my love and truſt 

Make one place cy'ry where. 


ſr OE _ 
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q The Temper. 


Ir cannot be. Where is that mightie joy, 
Which juſt now took up all my hearr? 
Lord, if thou muſt nk uſe thy dart, 


dr that , and me; or fin tor both de toy. 


The 
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The groſser world ſtands to thy word and att, 
ut thy diviner world of grace 
Thou uddenly doſt raiſe and race, 
And ev'ry day a ne Creatour arr, 


O fix thy chair of grace, chat all my powers 
May alſo vx their reverence: 
For her hou doſt depart from hence, 
They grow unruly, and ſu in thy bowers, 


Scatter, or binde them all to bend to thee: 
Though ele ments change, and heaven move, 
Let no. thy higher Court remove, 

But keep a ſtanding Majeſtic in me. 


— * 


Jordan. 


WI. ſayes that tions onely and falſe hair 
Become a veric? Is there in truth no beau 
Is all good ſtructure in a winding ſtair? 
May no lines paſle, except the = ther dutie 

Not to a true, but — chau? 


Is it no verſe, except enchanted groves 

And ſudden arbours ſhadow courſe-ſpunne liney 

Muſt purling ſtreams refreſh a lovers loves? 

Muſt all be vail'd, while he that reades, divines, 
Catching the ſenſe at two removes? 


Shepherds are honeſt people; let them finz: 

Res who lift, for = £ | pull for Prime: 

L envie no mans nighringalc ot ſpcins; 

Nor let chem puniſh me with loſſe of ryme, 
Who plainly ſay, My God, ly King. 


« Empl 


The Church. 49 


Employment. 


1 as a flowre doth ſpread and die, 
Thou wouldſt extend me to ſure good, 
Before I were by froſts exiremitze 

Nipt in the bud, 


The fweerneſle and the praiſe were thine; 
But the extenſion and the room, 
Which in thy garland I ſhould fill, were minc 
, At thy great doom. 


For as thou doſt impart thy grace 
The greater ſhall x0 hr be. 
= The meaſure of our joyes is in this place, 

The — with thee. 


Let me not languiſh then, and ſpend 
A life as barren to thy praiſe, 

As is the duſt, to which / life doth tend, 
But with delaies. - 


All things are buſie; onely 1 

Neither bring hony with the bees, 

Na flowres to make that, nor the husbandrie 
To water thelc. 


Iam no link of thy great chain, 
all my comparue is a weed, 
Lord place me in thy conſort; give one ſtrain 
To my poore tecd. 


C IJ The 
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H Book! infinite fweetneſſe! let my heart 
Suck ev ty letter, and a hony gain, 
Precious for any grief in any part; 

To cleare the breaſt, to molliſie all pain. 


Thou art all health, health rhriving, till ic make 
A full eternitie: thou art a maſſe 


Of ſtrange delights,yvhere we may with & take} | 


Ladies, look here ; this is the thankfull glaſse, 


That mends the lookers eyes: this is the well 
That waſhes vhat it ſhows. Who can i 
Thy praiſe too much? thou art heav'ns Li 

Working againſt the ſtates of death and hell. (her, 


Thou art joyes handſell:heav n lies flat in the, 
Subject to ev ty mounters bended knes, 


— —— — — — — 
II. 


O * that T knew how all thy lights combine, 
And che configurations of their glorie! 
Seeing not onely ho cach verſe doth thine, 


4 


But all the conſtellations of the ſtorie. 


This verſc marks thas, and both do make a motion 
Unto a third, that ten leaves off doth lie: 
Then as diſperſed herbs do watch a poten 

Theſe three make up ſome Chriſtians de ſtuc: 


{ 


| 
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dach are thy ſecrets, which my life makes good, 

And comments on thee: for in ev xy th 

Thy words do finde me out, & parallels bring, 
And in anocher make me underſtood, 


Starres are poore books,& oftentimes do miſze: 
This book of ſtures lights to eternall bliſse. 


— — « — 


« Whitſunday. 


12 ſwweet Dove unto my ſong, 
And ſpread thy golden wings m me; 


Hatching my tender ſo long, 
Till it get wing, and flie away wick thee. 


Where is that fire which once deſcended 
On thy Apoſtles? thou didſt then 


Keep houſe, richly atrended, 
GS comen by twelve choſen men. 
| Such glorious gifts thou didſt beſtow, 
That t earth did like a heav'n appeare; 


Ihe ſtarres were coming down to know 
I they might mend their wages, and ſerve here, 


The ſunne, which once did ſhine alone, 
Hung down his head, and withe for night, 


When he beheld twelve ſunnes for one 
oing about the world, and giving light. 


Bur fince thoſe pipes of gold, which brought 

That cordiall water to our ground, 

Were cut and martyr'd by the fault 

thoſe, wh did themſelves through their fide wound 


' T2 Thou 
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Thou ſhute ſt the doore and keep'ſt within, 

Scarce a good joy creeps through the chink: 

And it 12 braves cf conqu'ring finnc 
Did not cxcite thee, we wholly fink. 


——— ye change, chou art the ſame ; 

The ſme ſvxcet God of love and light: 
Reſtore thus day, for thy great name, 

Llnto bis ancient and miraculous rghr. 


n _—_— 


« Grace. 


Y ſtock lies dead, and no increaſe 
Doth my dull husbandric improve: 
O let thy graces without ceaſe 


Drop from above! 


If ſtill the ſunne ſhould hide his face, 
"Thy houle would but a dungeon prove, 


Thy works nights caprives: O ler grace 
Drop from above! 


The dw doth ey'ry morning fall; 
And ſhall the dew out- ſtrip thy dove? 
The dew,for which grafle cannot call, 


Drop from above. 
Death is ſtull working like a mole, 


And digs my grave at cach remove: 
Let grace work too, and on my ſoul 


Drop trom above. 


Sinne is ſtill hammering my hear 

Linto a hardneſlc, void cf love: 

Let ſuppling grace, to croſſe his art, 
Drop trom above, 
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© come! for thou doſt know the way. 
Or if to me thou wilt not move, 
Remeve me, Where I need not ſay, | 
Drop from above. 


J Praiſe. 
Tv write a verſe or two,is all the praiſe, 
Thar 1 can raiſe: 
Mend my eſtate in any wayes, 
Thou ſhalt have more. 


| go to Church; help me to wings, and I 
Will chither flic ; 
Or, if I mount unto the skic, 
I will do more, 


Man is all weakneſſe; there is no ſuch thing 
As Prince or King : 
His arm is ſhort ; yet with a * 
He may do mote. 


u herb deſtill d, and drunł, may dwcll next doore, 
On the Game floore, 
To a brave foul: Exalt the poore, 


They can do more. 


Oraiſe me then! poore bees, that work all day, 
Sting my delay, 
Who have a work, as well as they, 
And much, much more. 


q Affliction. 

Ill me not ev'ry da 
| Thou Lord of life ; ſince thy one death — - 
Is more then all my deaths can be, 


T I in broke 
Ran each houre of MetheGalcms on. 


C 3 i 


Ct. 
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If all mens tears were lex 
Into one common ſcyver , ſca, and brine; 
What vere all, compat d to thin 


Wherein if they were fer 
They would diſcolour thy moſt bloudy ſweat, 


Thouart my grief 
Thou Lord conceal it not: and ——— 
All my delight, ſo all my ſmart: 
| . Thycrolle took up in one, 
By way of impreft, all my future mone. 


——— K 


J Martens, 


Cannot mine eycs, 
Bur thou art ready there to catch 
My morning - ſoul and facrifice : 
I hen vc mult needs for that day make a match. 


My God, What is a heart? 
Silver or gold, or precious ſtone, 
Or ſtarre, or raiaboyy, or a part 


Of all theſe things, or all of them in one? 


My God, what is a heart, 
That thou ſhould it ſo cye, and wooe, 
Poyring upon it all thy art, 
As if that thou hadſt nothing els to do? 


Indeed mans whole eſtate 
Amounts (and richly) to ſerve thee: 
He did not heay'n and carth create, 
Yet ſtudies them, not him by whom they be. 


Teach me thy love to knovy 3 
That this nevv light,yehich now I (ec, 
May both the work and workman ſhow: 
Then by a ſunne- beam I will climbe to 7 
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Sinne. 


That I could a finne once (ce! 
= — the 1— foul, yet he 
ood in hum ll agree. 


Gnne 13 = — to th Almighty, ſeeing 
It wants the ned of vertue, and of being. 


But God more care of us hath had: 
If apparitions make us nd, 
By ſight of ſinne we ſhould grow mad. 
Yet as in we ſce foul death, and live: 
So devils are our lines in perſpe ctive. 


* — —— 


4 Even - ſong. 


—— God of love, 

Who gave me eyes, and light, and power this da 

IT 7 nnd wo play. © 
Bur much more bleſt be God above, 


Who gave me ſight alone, 
Which to humſclf he did denie : 
For when he ſees my waies, I dy: 
But I have got his ſonne, and he hath none. 


What have I brought thee home 
For this thy love ? hrve I diſcharg'd the debt, 
Which this daycs favour did —— 
I ranne;bur all I brought, was tonic. 


Thy dier, care,and colt 
Do end in bubbles, balls of winde; 
Of winde to thee whom I have colt, 


* | Butballs of wilde-fire to my troubled munde. 


C 4 Yer 


56 The Church. 


Yer ſtill thou goeſt on, 
And now with darkneſſe cloſeſt wearie eyes, 
Saying to man, It deth ſuffice : 

Heuceforth repoſe; your work is done. 


Thus in thy Ebony box 
Thou doſt incloſe us, till the day 
Put our amendment in our way, 
And give ne wheels to our diſordet d clocks, 


I muſe, which ſhovws more lon, 
The day or night : that is the gale, this th'harbour; 
Ihat is the vvalk, and this the arbour; 

Or that the garden, this the grove. 


My God, thou art all love. 
Not one poore minute (capes thy _ 


But brings a fayour from above; 
And in this love, more then in bed, I teſt. 


** 


— ꝛ— —U—ü ↄãm 


— — 


q Church-monuments. 
WII chat my ſoul repaits to her devotion, 
H 


ere I intombe my fleſh, that it betimes | 
May take acquaintance of this heap uf duſt; 
To which the blaſt of deaths inceflant motion, | 
Fed with the exhalation of our crimes, 


Drives all at laſt. Therefore I gladly truſt 


My bodic to this ſchool, that it may learn 

Io ſpell his elements, and finde his birth 
Written in duſtie heraldric and lines; 

Which diſſolution ſure doth beſt diſcern, 
Comparing duſt with duſt, and earth uh earth. 
I hele laugh at Icat, and Marble put for ſ1gnes, 


lon, 
a 
*, 


1 
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lo ſever the good fellowihip of duſt, 

And ſpoil the meeting. Whit ſhall point out chem, 
When they ſhall bow, and kneel, and fall down flat 
To kiſſe thoſe heaps, wluch no they have in truſt? 
Deare fleſh, while I do pray, learn here thy ſtemme 
And true deſcent; that when thou ſhalt grow fat, 


And wanton in thy cravings, thou mayſt know, 
That fleſh is but the glaſſe, hich holds the duſt 
That mealures all our time; which alſo ſhall 

Be crumbled into duſt. Mark here below 

How tame theſe aſhes are, how free from luſt, 
That thou mayſt fic thy (elf againſt thy fall. 


- - — — _- 


Church-mulick. 
Veeteſt of ſweets, I thank you; when diſpleaſure 
X Did through my bodie wound my minde, 
You took me thence, and in your houſe of pleaſure 
A daintit lodging me aſſigu d. 


Now I in you without a bodie move, 
Riſing and falling with your wings: 
We both _ (weetly live and love, 
et lay ſometimes, God help poore Kings. 


Comfort, Ile dic; for if you poſte from me, 
Sure I ſhall do ſo, and much more: 
Bat if I travell in your companie, 
You know the way to heavens doare, 


— — 


Chhurch- lock and key. 
1 Know it is my ſinne, which locks thine cares, 
| And bindes thy hands, + 
Out-crying m requeſts, drowning my tears; 
Or elle the chilnefic of my faint demands. 
9 C $ Duc 
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Bur as cold hands are angrie with the fire, 
And mend it ſtill; 

So I do lay the want of my defire, 

Not on my ſinnes, or coldneſſe, but thy will, 


Yet beate, O God, onely for his blouds ſake 

; Which pleads for me : 
For though ſinnes plead too, yet like ſtones they nuit 
His blouds ſyveet current much more loud to be. 


—— co ⏑ 


* — 


The Church: floore. 


Ark you the floore that ſquare & ſpeckled ſtone 
M Which looks ſo firm and ſtrong, 


1s Patience 


And th'other black and grave, vrherewith cach1 one 
Is checker'd all along, 
Humilitie : 


The gentle riſing, which on either hand 
Leads to the Quire abovc, 
Is Confidence : 


Pur the ſweet cement, which in one ſure band 
Ties the whole frame, is Love 
And Cbaritie . 


Hither ſometimes Sinne ſteals, and tains 
'The marbles ncat and curious veins : 
But all is cleanſed when the marble weeps. 
Sometimes Death, pu at the doore, 
Blovvs all the duſt — the floore: 
But vehule he thinks to ſpoil the toom, he ſweeps. 
Bleſt be the Architect, whoſe art 
Could bwld fo ſtrong in a weak heart. 


4* 


Ahe 
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« The Windows. 


| Ord, how can man preach thy eternall yord ? 
L He is a britele crazie glaſle ; 
Yet in thy temple thou doſt him attord 
This glonous and tranſcendent place, 
To be a window, through thy grace. 


| Bur when thou doſt anneal in glaſſe thy ſtorie, 


Making thy life to ſhine within 
The holy Preachers; then the light and glorie 
More rev rend grows, & more doth wi 
Which elſe ſhows watriſh bleak, & thin. 


Doctrine and life, col ours and light, in one 
When they combine and mingle , bring 
A ſtrong regard and aw: but ſpeechalone 


Doth vaniſh like a flaring thing, 
And in the care, not conſcience ring, 


—— * a > — 
J Trinitie Sunday. 
Ord, who haſt form'd me out of mud, 


And haſt redeem'd me through thy hloud, 
And ſanctifi d me to do good; 


Purge all my ſinnes done hercrofore: 
For I confcfle my heavie ſcore, 
And 1 will ſtrive to ſinne no more. 


iich my heart, mouth, hands in me, 
Wich faith, with hope, with chaxitie; 
That] may tunne, nie, reſt with hee. 


Con- 
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« Content. 
* mutt ' ring thoughts, and do not grudge to keep 


Within the walls of your own breaſt: 
Who cannot on his own bed ſweetly fleep, 
Can on anothers hardly reſt. 


Gad not abroad at ev'ry queſt and call 
Of an untrained hope or paſſion, 
To court cach place or fortune that doth fall, 
Is wantonneſle in contemplarion, 


Mark ho the fire in flints doth quiet lie, 
Content and warm t it ſelt alone: 

But when it would appeare to others eye, 
Without a knock it never ſhone. 


Give me the pliant minde, whoſe — meaſure 

Complics and ſuits with all eſtates; 
Which can let looſe to a crown, and yet with pleaſun 
| Take up within a cloiſters gues. 


This ſoul doth ſpan the world, and hang content 
From cit her pole unto the centre: 
Where in cach room of the woell- furniſtt tent 
He lies warm, and without adventure. 


The brags of liſe are but a nine dayes wonder; 
And atter death the fumes that ſpring 
From private bodies, make as big a thunder, 
As thoſe which riſe from a huge King. 


Onely thy Chronicle is loſt; and yet 

Betver by worms be all once ſpent, 
Then to have helliſh moths hill gnaw and fret 

Thy name in books, which may not rem 


When 


ure 


ene 
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When all thy deeds, whoſe brunt thou feel ſt alone, 
Are cha d by others pens and tongue; 
And as their wit is, their digeſtion, 
Thy nouriſht fame is weak or ſtrong, 


| Then ceaſe diſcourſing ſoul, till thine own ground, 
Do not thy (clt or friends importune. 

He that by ſecking hath himſelf once found , 
Hath cuer found a happie fortune, 


© The Quidditie. 
Y God, a verlc is not a crovwn, 
No point of honour, or gay ſuit, 
No hawk, or banquet, or renown, 

Nor a good ſword, nor yet a lute ; 


— —— — 


| cannot vault, or dance, or play; 
I never was in France or Spain; 
Nor can it entertain the day 

With a great ſtable or demain: 


It is no office, art, or news / 

Nor the Exchange, or buſie Hall; 
But it is that Wluch while J uſe 
Iam with thee, and aft take all. 


« Humilitic. 


] Saw the Vertues ſuting hand in hand 
Inſcv'rall ranks upon an azure throne, 
Where all the beaſts and fowls by their command 
Preſented rokens of ſubmiſſion. 
Humilitie, who ſat the loweſt there 
To execute their call, 
When by the beaſts th: preſents tendred were, 
Gave them about to all. 


The 
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The angrie Lion did preſent his paw, 
Which by conſent was giv'n to Manſuerude, 
The fearfull Hare her cares, which by their law 
Humilitic did reach to Fortirude, 
The jealoos Turkic t his corall.chain; 
hat went to 'Temperance. 

On Juſtice was beſtow d the Foxes brain, 

Kill d in the way by chance, 


At length the Crow bringing the Peacocks plume, 
(For he would not) as they beheld the grace 
Of dliat brave gift, each one began ro fume, 
And challenge it, as rto his place, 
Till chey fell out: which when 1. beaſts eſpied, 

T hey leapt upon the throne, 
And if the Fox had liv'd to rule their fide, 

They had depos'd each one, 


Humilitie, who held the plume, at this 
Did veep ſo faſt, that the tears trickling down 
Spoil'd all the train: then ſaying, Here tt is 
For which ye wrangle, made them turn their frown 
Agunit the beafts: ſo joyntly bandying, 
They drive them ſoon away; 
And chen amerc'd them, double gifts to bring 
At the next Seſſion- day. 
— — — 
J Frailtic. 
11 * in my ſilence how do I deſpiſe 
What upon truſt 
Is ſtyled honour, riches, or fair eyes; 
But is fatr d 
I ſurname them euilied clay, 
Deare earth, fine graſſe — 4 
In all, I dunk my foot — tre ad 
U pon theu head, 


a 
"'V - am 


The Charch. 


zu when I view abroad both Regiments; 
The worlds, and thine: 
Thine clad with ſimpleneſſe, and ſad events; 
The other fine, 
Full of glot ie an.! gay weeds, 
Brave language, braver deeds: 
That whuch was duſt betore , doch quickly riſe, 
And prick mine cyes. 


O brook not this, left if what even now 
My foot did tread, 


And long ſince wed 
My poore ſoul, e n lick of love: 
It may a Babel prove 
| Commodious to conquer heay'n and thee 
Planted in me. 


Conſtancie. 


Ho is the honeſt man? 

He that doth ſtill and ſtrongly good purſue, 

To God, his neighbour, and tumſelf moſt true: 
Whom neither force nor fawning can 


Unpinne, or wrench from giving all · cheir due. 


Whoſc honeſtie is not 
o looſe or eaſie, that a tuffling winde 
Can blow away, or __ ook it blinde: 
Who rides hus fure and even trot, 
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Mont thoſe joyes, wherewith thou didſt endow, 


Wile the world now rides by, now lags behinde. 


Whe 
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Who, when great trials come, 
Nor ſecks, nor ſhunnes them; but doth calmly fy, 
Till he the thing and the example wergh: 
All being brought into a ſumme, 
What place or perſon calls for, he doth pay. 


Whom none can work or wooe 
To uſe in any thing a trick or ſkight; 
For above all things he abhorres deceit: 
His words and works and faſhion too 
All of a piece, and all ate cleare and ſtraight, 


Who never melts or thaws 
At cloſe tentations: when the day is done, 
Hfs goodneſſe ſets not, but in dark can runne: 


The ſunne to others writeth hives, 


And is their vertue; Vertue is his Sunne. 


Who, when he is to treat 


With ſick folks, women, thoſe whom p? Mons ſway, | 


Allows for that, and kceps his conſtant way: 
Whom others faults do not defcat; 
But though men fail him, yet his part doth play. 


- Whom nothing can procure, 
When the wide world runnes bias, from his will 
To writhe his limbes, and fharc, not mend the ill. 
This is the Mark-man, ſate and ſure, 
Who ſtull is right, and prayes to be ſo ſtill. 


4a. — 


—_ ui . 


Affliction. 
M: heart did heave, and there came forth,0 Gul 
By that I knew that thou waſt in the grief, 
To guide and govern it to my relicf, 
Making a (cepter of the rod: 
Hadſt thou not had thy part, 
Sure the unruly ſigh had broke my heart 


, 


| 
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Bur ſince thy breath gave me both life and ſhapes 
Thou knovyſt my tallies; and when there's aſſigu d 


S much breath to a ſigh, i then behinde? 
Or if ſome yeares with it eſcape, 
The ſigh chen onely is 
Agale to bring me ſooner to my bliſſe. \ 


Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art ſill 

Conſtant unto it, making it to be 

A point of honour, nov to grieve in me, 
And in thy members ſuffer ill. 


They who lament one croſle, 


Thou dying day ly, praiſe thee to thy loſle. 


3 


_ 


— — lr ——ꝛ— = — 


The Starre. 


Right ſpark, ſhot from a brighter place, 
* — ſurround my — face, 
Canſt thou be any where 
So well as there? 


Yet, if thou wile from thence depart, 
Take a bad lodging in my heart; 
For thou canſt make a debtet, 
And make it better. 


Firſt with thy fire work burn to duſt 
Folly, — worle then folly, luſt: 
Then with thy light refine, 
And make it lune: 


Sodiſengag'd from ſinne and ſickneſſe, 
Touch int with thy celeſtiall quckne ſſe, 
That it may hang and move 
After thy love. 
Then 
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Then with our trinitie of light, 
Motion, and heat, let's rake our fligh: 
Unto the place where thou 
Before didſt bow. 


Get me a ſtanding there, and place 
the beams, which crown the fact 
Of him, who dy'd ro part 
Sinne and my heart: 


T hat ſo among the reſt 1 may 
Glitter, and curle, and winde as they: 
That winding is their faſtuon 
Of adoration, 


Sure thou wilt joy, by gaming me 
To the — a laden bee 


Unto that luve of beams 
And garland- ſtreams, 


— — — — — 
« Sunday, 


'® Day moſt calm, moſt bright, 
The fruit of this, the next worlds bud, 
TH indorſement of ſupreme delight, 
Writ by a friend, and with his bloud; 
The couch of time; cares balm and bay: 
T he week were dark, but for thy light: 
TT hy torch doth how the Way. 


Tir 
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The other dayes and thay 
Make up one man; whoſe face thou art, 
at heaven with thy brow: 
The worky-daies are the back- part, 
The —— of the week lies there, 
whole to ſtoup and bow, 
* Till thy — 


Man hid ſtraight forward gone 
Toendleſſe death: but thou doſt ral 
And turn us round to look on one, 
Whom, it we were not very dull, 
We could not chooſe but look on ftill; 
dne there u no place ſo alone, 

T he which he goth not fill. 


Sundaies the pillars are, 
On which heav'ns palace arched hes: 
The other dayes fi the ſpare 
And hollow room with vanities. 
They are the fruitfull beds and borders 
Ia Gods rich garden: that is bare, 
Whuch parts then ranks and orders. 


The Sundaies of mans lite, 
Thredded together on tunes ſtrimg, 
Make bracelets to adorn the wite 
Of the eternall glorious King, 

On Sunday heavens gate 
bleſſings are plentifull and rife, 
| Moxe plentiful then hope. 


1 thus 
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This day my Saviour roſe, 
And did incloſe this light for his: . 
That, as each beaſt his manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder miſze. 
Chriſt hath took in this piece of ground, 
And made a garden there tor thole 

Who want herbs for theu wound. 


The reſt of our Creation 
Our great Redecmer did remove 
With the lame ſhake, which at his paſſion 
Did th' earth and all things with it move. 
As Samſon bore the doores away, 
Cluiſts hands, though nail d, wrought our ſalvation, 
And did unlunge that day. 


The brightneſse of that day 
We ſullied by oui foul oſtence 
Wherefore that robe we caſt away, 
Having a new at his expence, 
Wholc drops of bloud paid the full price, 
That was requir'd to make us gay, 
And fit tor Paradiſe. 


Thou art a day of mirth: 
And where the week-dayes trail on ground, 
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth, 
O let me take = at the bound, 
Leaping with thee from fev'n to ſev n, 
Till that we both, being roſs'd from earth, 
Fhe hand in hand to beavy'n! 


« Ayarice. 
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4 Avarice. 


Oney,thou bane of bliſſe, & ſourſe of wo, (fine? 
Whence com'ſt thou, that thou art (> freſh and 
I know thy parentage is baſe and loyy ; 


Man found thee poore and dirtie in a mine. 


duely thou didſt fo little contribute 
To this great kingdomehich thou now haſt gor, 
That he was fain, when thou wert deſtitute, 
Todigge thee out of thy dark cave and grot: 


Then forcing thee, by fire he made thee brighe: 
Nay,thou haſt got the face of man; for we 
Have with our ſtamp and ſcal transferr'd our right! 
Thou art the man, and man but droſſe to thee. 


Mn calleth thee his wealth, who made thee rich 
And while he digs out thee, falls in the ditch, 


—— — 
4 Maxzy 
ANA & gram. 


Ow well her name an Army doth preſent, 
In whom the Lord of hoſts did pitch lus tens 


— = — —_— 


— 


Io all Angels and Saints. 


H glorious ſpirirs,yvho after all your bands 
Sce the ſmooth face of God, without a frown 
Or ſtrict commands; 
Where ev'ry one is king, and hath his crown, 
I not upon lus head, yer in hu hands: A 
Ot 
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Not out of envie or maliciouſneſle 
Do I forbear to crave your ſpeciall aid: 

I would addrefle 
My voss to thee moſt gladly, ble ſted Maid, 
And Mother of my God in my diſtreſſe. 


Thou art the holy mine, whence came the gold, 
The great reſtorative for all decay 

In young and old; 
Thou art the cabinet where the zewell lay: 
Chiefly to thee would I my foul unfold : 


But now (alas!) I dure not; for our King, 
Whom we do all joymily adore and praile, 

Bids no ſack thing 
And where his pleaſure no injunction layes, 
(Ti your on caſe) ye never move a wing, 


All worſhip is prerogative, and a flower 

Of his rich crown,from whom lyes no appeal 
At the laſt houre: 

Therefore we dare not from his garland ſte al, 

To make a poſic for inferiour power. 


Although then others court you, if ye know 
What's done on carth, ve (hall not fare the wore, 


Who do not fo ; 
Since we are ever ready to Cisburſe, 


if any one our Maſters hand can ſhow. 


—— — 


— — — — — — 
Employment. 
H that is weary, let him fir, 
My ſoul would ſtirre 
And trade in courteſics and wit, 


uitting the furre 
To cold complexions needing it. Ma 
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Wan is no Rarre , but a quick coal 
Of mortall fire: 

Who blows it not, nor doth controll 
A faint defire, 

Lets his own aſhes choke his ſoul. 


When th elements did for place conteſt 
With lum, whoſe will 
Ordain'd the higheſt to be beſt; 


The earth ſat hill, 
And by the others is oppreſt. 


Life is a bukineſſe, not good cheer ; 
Ever in warres. 

The ſunne ſtill ſhineth there or here, 
Whercas the ſtarres 


Watch an advantage to appeare. 


Oh that 1 were an Orenge- tree, 
That buſie plant! 
Then ſhould I cver laden be, 
And never want 
Some fruit for him that dreſſed me. 


u we are ſtill too young or old ; 
— os 
before we do our yarcs unfold: 
So we treeze on, 
Untill the grave increaſe our cold. 


11 
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— —— 


JDeniall. 


Wilen my de votions could not pierce 
Thy ſilent cares; 
Then was my heart broken as was my verſe: 
My breaſt was full of fears 
And diſorder: 


My 
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My bent thoughts, hike a brittle bow, 
Did flie aſunder 2 
Each took his way; ſome would to pleaſures 20, 
Some to the warres and thunder 
Of alarms, 


As goud go any where, they (ay, 
As to benumme 
Both knees and heart, in crying night and day, 
come, come, my God, O come, 
But no hearing, 


O that thou ſhouldſt give duſt a tongue 
Is crie to thee, 
And then not heare it crying! all day long 
My heart was in my knee, 
But no hearing» 


Therefore my ſoul lay out of fight, 1 

Untun d, unſtrung: 

My feeble ſpirit, unable to look right, 2 
Like a nipt bloflome,h 

| — wenn, T 

W 


O cheer and tune my heartleſſe breaſt, 
Deferre no time; 

That fo thy favours granting my requeſt, Iy 

They and my minde may chime, 

And mend my ryme, A 


— — — n 
« Chriſtmas, 1 
LI after pleaſures as I rid one day, Ti 


My horſe and I, both tir'd,bodic and mind 
Wich full crie of affe ctions, quite aſtray; 
I took up in the next inne I could finde. 
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There when I came, whom found I but my deare, 
My deareſt Lord, expecting till the grief 


Of pleaſures brought me to him, xcadie there 
wledllpalkngers moſt freereckef? nn 


O Thou, whoſe glorious, yet contracted light, 
Wrapt in nights mantle, ſtole into a manger 
Since my dark foul and brutiſh is thy right, 
To Man of all beaſts be not thou a ſtranger: 


Furniſh & deck my ſoul, that thou mayſt have 
A better lodging, then a rack, or grave. 


1 ha ſhepherds ſing; and ſmll I filent be? 
My God, no hymne for thee? 
My ſoul's a ſhepherd too: a flock ir feeds 
Of thoughts, and words, and deed 
The paſture is thy word: the ſtreams, thy grace 
Enriching all the place. 
Shepherd and flock ſhall fing, and AM my powers 
Our-fing the day- light houres. 
Then we will chide the ſunne for letting night 
Take up his place and right: 
We ſing one common Lord; wherefore he fliould 
Himſelf the candle hold. 
I will go ſearching, till I inde a ſunne 
Shall Ray; till we have done; 
A willing ſhiner, that ſhall line as gladly, 
As froſt-nipt ſunnes look ſadly. 
-1 Then we will fing, and ſhine all oor oven day, 
d one another pay: 
Ia beams ſhall cheer my breaſt, and both ſo wine, 
Tl cy'a las beams ſuig, and my muſick ilunc. 


} 
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VUngratefulneſſe. 


Ord, with what bountie and rare clemencic 
= Haſt chou redeem'd us from the grave ! 


If thou hadſt let us runne, 
Gladly had man ador'd the ſunne, 


And thought his god moſt brave 


Where now we ſhall be better gods then he. 


Thou haſt but rwo rare cabinets full of treaſure, 


The Trinitie, and Incarnanon : 
Thou haſt unlockt them both, 

And made them jewels to betroth 
The work of chy creation 


Unto thy ſelſ in everlaſting pleaſure. 


The ſtatelier cabinet is the Trinitic, 
Whoſe ſparkling light acceſle denies; 
Therefore thou doſt not ſhovy 
This fully to us, till death blow 
The duſt into our eyes: 
For by that powder thou wilt make us ſee. 


But all thy ſweets are packt up in the other; 
Thy mercies thither flock and floyy: 
That as the firſt affrights, 
This may allure us with delights; 
Becauſe this box e knoyy ; 
For we have all of us jult ſuch another. 


But man is cloſe, reſery'd, and dark to thee: 
When thou demandeſt bur a heart, 
He cavils inſtantly. 
In his poore cabinet of bone 
Sinnes have their box apart, 


Defrauding thee, who gaveſt ro for one. 


F 


J Sigh | 


The Church. 
« Sighs and Grones. 


. 


Ver y ſinnes | look nat on my deſert, 
— ie then thou wile reform 
lul not retuſe me: for thou onely art 
The mightie God, but I a file worm; 

O do not btuiſe me! 


O do net me ! 

x what account can thy ill ſteward make ? 
| me abus d thy ſtock, 'dchy woods, 
ke all thy m ns: my head did ake, 

{lit found out how to conſume thy goods: 

O do not (courge me 


O do not blinde me! 
mee deſerv d that an Egyptian night 
ald chicken all my powers; becauſe my luſt 
ih ſtell ſow d fig-leaves to exclude thy light: 
*I am frailtie, and already duſt; 

O do not grinde me 


O do not fill me 
© the turn d viall of thy bitter wrath 
chou haſt other veſſels full of bloud, 
whercof my Saviour empti d hath 
— death : face he di d for my good 2 
O do not kill me | 


But O reprieve me! 
thou haſt life and death at < command; 
dou art both Judge and Saviour, f:aft and r0dg 
and Corroſive: put not thy hand 
vide bitter box; but O my God, 
diy God, relieve me! 
D 2 


N 


4 Th- 
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J The World, 


Ove built a ſtately houſe; where Fortune came, 

And ſpiuning phanſies, ſhe was heard to lay, 
"That her fine cobwebs did t the frame, 
Whercas they were ſupperted by the Game: 


But / iſdome quickly tyept them all away. 


Then Pleaſure came, who liking not the faſhion, 
Began to make Balcones, T erraces, 

Till ſhe had weakned all by alteration : 
Bur rev'rend laws, and many a proclamation 
Reformed all at length with menacc s. 


Then enter d Sinne, and with that Sycomore, 
Whoſe leaves firſt ſhelrred man from drought & 
Working and winding ſhly evermore, 

Thc inward walls and Sommers cleft and tore: 
But Grace ſhor'd cheſe, and cut that as it grew. 


Then Sinne combim d with Death in a firm band 
To raſe the building to the very floore : a 
Which they eflected, none could them withſtand, 

But Love and Grace took Glorie by the hand, 
And btult a braver Palace then before. 


e, 


1 
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Coloſſ. 3.3. 


our life is hid with Chriſt in God. 


words & thoughts do both expreſſe this notion, 
That Life hath with the ſun a double motion. 
The firſt 1s ſtraight, and our diurnall friend, 
The other Hid , and doth obliquely bend. 
One life 1s wrapt In ticth , and tends to carth. 
The other winds towards Him, whoſe happic birth 
Taught me to live here ſo, That ſtill one eye 
aim and ſhoot at that which Jr on hich : 
Quiung with daily labour all Aly pleaſure a 


To gain at harveſt an cternall Treaſures 


_ — —— — — 
 Vanitic, 


The fleet Aſtronotner can bore, 
And thred the ſpheres with his quick-piercing minde: 
He views their ſtations, walks from doore to doore, 
Surveys, as it he had dein d 
To make a purch iſe chere: he (ces their dances, 
And knoweth long before, 
both their full-ey'd aſpeſts, and ſecret glances, 


The nimble Diver with his fide 
Curs through the working waves, that he may fetch 
His dearcly-carned pearl, which God did hide 

On purpoſe from the ventrous wretch; 
That he might fave his life, and alſo hers, 

Who with exceſſive pride 
Her oven de ſtruction and his danger wears, 
” . D 3 i The 
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The ſubtil Chymick can deveſt 
nd ſtrip the creature naked, till he finde 
The c 1 2 their neſt: 
* arts to them his minde, 
Admitted to their bed-c er, — 
They appeare trim and dreſt 
To ordinarie a _ doore. 


What hath not man ſought out and found, 
But his deare God? who yet bus glorious lavy 
Emboſomes in us, mcllowing the ground 
With ſhowres and froſta, with love & an, 
So that we necd not ſay, Where's thus command 
Poore man, thou ſearcheſt round 
To finde out death, but miſſeſt life at hand. 


n 


« Lent. 


— 17 — — Wen, 
He loves not — — or Authoritie, 


dof 
The Scripruces bid us 23 beer 


Gave to thy — — 
Toev'ry eq 


The humble ſoul compos d of love and fear 
Begins at home, and layes the burden there, 
layes, in thang — — 
He ſayes, in 3 e uſtly got 
r of 
The Church is ſo 8 me. 


1 
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True Chriſtians ſhould be glad of an occaſion 

To uſe their — no evaſion, 
When good is ſcaſonable, 

Unleſſe Authoritie, which ſhould increaſe 

The obligation in us, make it leſle, 

| And Power it ſelf diſable, 


Beſides the cle anneſſe of freer abſtinence, 

Quick thoughts and motions at a ſmall expenſe, 
A face not fearing light: 

Whereas in fulnefle there are ſluttiſh fumes, 

Sorne exhalations, and diſhoneſt rheumes, 
Revenging the delight. 


Then thoſe ſame pendant profirs, which the ſpring 
And Eaſter intimate, enlarge the thing, 
And — ct the deed. 
Neither oughr other mens abuſe of Lent 
Spoil the good uſe; leſt by that 
We forfeit all our Creed, 


— true, we cannot reach Chriſts forti'th day; 
ct to go part of that religious wa 
. Is better —— 1 
We cannot reach our Saviours puritiez 
Yer are we bid, Be holy en as be. 
In both ler's do our beſt. 


Who goerh in the way which Chriſt hath \ 
Is nuch more — wath him, — 
That travelleth by-wayes: 
Perhaps my God, though he be farre before, 
May uun, and take me by the hand, and more 
May ſtrengrhen my decayes. 
D 4 Act 
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vet Lord inſtruct us to improve our faſt 

By ſtarving ſinne and taking ſuch repaſt, 
As may our faults controll: 

Thar ev'ry man may revell at his doore, 


Not in his parlour; banquetting the poore, 
F And among thoſe his ſoul. 


q Vertue. 


Sn ſo cool, ſo calm, ſo bright, 
T he bridall of the earth and skic: 
Abe dev ſhall veep thy fall to night, 

* For thou mult dic. 


Syeet roſe, whoſe hue angrie and brave 
Buds the raſh gazcr wipe lus cye: 
Thy root is ever in its grave, 


And thou mult die. 


Sxxcet ſpring, full of ſweer dayes and roſes, 
A box where ſeets compacted lie; 
My muſick ſhows ye have your cloſes, 

And all muſt dic. 


Onely a ſweet and vertuous ſoul, 

Lake ſeaſon d timber, never gives; 

But though che Whole world turn to coal, 
Theu chiefly lives. 


« The 
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The Pearl. Matth. 13. 


Know the wayes of learning; both the head 
And pipes that feed the preſle, and make it runne; 

What realon hath from nature borrowed, 

Or of it (elf, like a good hufwife, ſpunne 

In larvs and policiez what the ſtarres conſpire, 

What willing nature ſpeaks, what forc'd by fire; 

bock th old diſcoveries, and the ne- found (cas, 

The ſtock and ſurplus, cauſe and hiſtorie: 

All theſe Rand open, or 1 have the keyes: 

YerTlove thee, 


Iknow the wayes of honour, what maintains 
| Thequick returns of courteſie and wit: 
u vies of favours whether partie gains, 

When glorie (wells the heart, and moldeth it 
Io all expreſſions both of hand and eye, 
Which on the world a true- love - not may tie, 
And bear the bundle, whereſoe're it goes: 

How many drammes of ſpirit there muſt be 
To ſell my life unto my friends or foes; 
Let I love thee, 


[know the wayes of pleaſure, the ſweet ſtrains, 

The lullings and the rebſhes ot itz 

The — hot bloud and brains; 

What mirth and muſick mean; hit love and wit 

Ave done theſe en: ie hnndreY yeares, and more; 

l know the projects of unbridled tore: 

Wy ſtuffe is fleſh, not braſſe: my ſenſes live, 

And grumble oft, that they have more in me 

Thea he chat curbs them, being but one to five: 
Let I love thee 


D 


- 


* 


82 The Church. 


I know all cheſe, and have them in my hand: 
Therefore not ſealed, but with eyes 

1 flic to thee, and fully und 

Boch the main ſale, and the commodiries; 

And at what rate and price I have thy love; 

With all che 2 that may move: 

Let throught byrinthas, not oveling wit, 
But thy * wilt let dowyn —_ + _ 
Did both conduct and reach me, how by it 

To chmbe to thee. 


Affliction. 


Roken in pieces all aſunder, 
Lord, hunt me not, 
A thing forgot, 
Once a poore —— a wonder, 
A wonder torrur'd in the ſpace 
Beryyixt thus world and that of grace. 


My thoughts are all a caſe of knives, 
Wounding my heart 
With ſcatter d —_ 
As warring pots give flowers their lives. 
Ne their furie can controll, 


While they do wound and prick my ſoul. 


All my attendants are at rife, 
Quinting their place 
Unto my face: 
Nothing performs the tas of life: 
The clements are let looſe to fight, 
And while 1 hve, uie out dei nghe, 
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Oh help, my God! let not their plot 
And alſo thee, 
Who art my life: diffolve the knor, 
As the ſunne ſcatters by his liglit 
All the rebellions of the night. 


Then ſhall thoſe powers, which work for grief, 
And day boo 
And day by day 

Labour thy praiſe, and my relief; 


With care and co building me, 
—_ Tull I reach heav'n, and much more thee, 


— — 


q Man, 


M God, I heard this day, 
That none doth build a ſtately habitation, 
But he that means to dwell therein. 
What houſe more ſtately hath there beep. 
Or can be, then is Man? to whoſe creation 
All dungs are in decay. 
For Man is ev ry thing, 
And more: He — fruit; 
A beaſt, yer is, or ſhould be more: 
Reaſon and ſpeech we oncly bring, 
. kerats may thank vs, if they are not mute, 
They go upon the ſcore, 


Man is all ſymmetric, 

Fall of ruons, one hmbe to another, 

And all to all the world beſides: 

Exch part may call the fartheſt, brother; 

For head with foot hath private amitie, 

And both with moons and tides, | 
' g Notl.ag 
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Nothing hath got ſo farre, 
But Man hath caught and kept it, as his prey. 
His eyes dilmouat the higheſt ſtirte: 
He is in little all the ſphere. 
Herbs gladly cure our fleſh; becauſe that they 
| Finde their acquaintance there. 


For us the windes do blow, 
The earth doch reſt, heav'n move, and fountains flow 
: Nothing ve ſec, but means our good, 
As our delight, or as our treaſure: 
The Whole 1s, cither our yr rw of foods 
T7 pleaſu 


Or cabinet re. 


The ſtarres have us to bed; 
Night dravvs the curtain, which the ſunne wichdram 
Muſick and light attend our head. 
All chings unto our fleſh are kinde 
In cheu deſcent and being; to our mind 
- In their r and cauſe. 


Each thing is full of dutie: 
Warcrs united are our navigation; 
Diſtinguiſhed, our habitation; 
Bclow, our drink; above, our meat; 
Roth are ou ckanlincfle. Hath one ſuch beautle? 
| Then how are all things neaz? 


More (ervants wait on Man, 
Then he'l take notice of: in ev ry path 
He treads down that which doth befriend 
Wen ſekneſſe makes him pale and wan. 
On mighne love! Man is one world, and hath 
Another to attend hum. 
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Since —— God, thou haſt 
& braye a Palace built 3 O dwell in it, 
Thar it may dwell wich thee at laſt! 
Till chen, afford us fo much wit ; 
That, as the world ſerves us we may ſerve thee, 
7 ; And boch thy ſervants be. 


— — 2 — — 


* Antiphon. 


cher. TYRailed be the God of love, 
Mes. Here bclovy, 
Anpels. And here above: 
(bo. Who hath dealt his mercies ſo, 
Ang. To his friend, 
n Men. And to his foe ; 


ech. That both grace and glorie tend 
Ang. Us of old, 
Men. And us in tend. 
(bs, I be great ſhepherd of the fold 
Ang. Us did make, 
Men. For us was fold. 


foo, He our focs in pieces brake ; 
; Ang. Him we touch; 
. Men. And him woe take. 
(ho. Wherefore ſince that he is ſuch , 
Ang. We adore, 
Men. And ye do crouch, 


(bs, Lord, thy praiſes ſhould be more. 
Men. We have none, 


Ang. And we no tore, 
Chg. Praiſcd be t 


he God alone, 
Who hach made of wo folds one, 
: 4 Un. 
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T Unkindneſle, 


Bo make me — — — offend: 
In friendſbup, firſt I chink, if that agree 
Which 1 intend, 
Unto my friends intent and end. 

I would not uſe a friend, as I uſe Thec. 


If any touch my friend, or his good name; 
It is my honour and my love to free 
His blaſted fame 
From the leaſt ſpot or thought of blame. 
I could not uſe a friend, as I uſe Thee. 


My friend may ſpit upon my curious floote: 
Would he have gold? Ilend it inſtanchy; 
But let the , 
And thou withia them ſtarve at doore, 
I cannor uſe a friend, as I uſc Thec. 


When that my friend pretendeth to > place, 
I quit my intereſt, and leave it free: 
Bur when thy grace 
Sues for my heart, I thee diſplace, 
Nor would I uſe a friend, as I uſe Thee, 


Vet can a friend what thou haſt done fulfill? 
O write in braſſe, My God upon a tree 
02 boſe bloud did Fill 
Rely to purchaſe my good-will: 
Tet uſe I nut my fert, I uſe thee. 


« Li. 


1 


ö 


Life. 
—— — 


I (nacll my temnant out, and tie 
My life within thus band. 
lat time did becken to 8 
noon moſt cunning] did away, 
"  hedwidker ding hand, 


ty hand was next to them, and — heart: 
lock without more thinking, in g t 
Times gentle 100; 
Who did ſo ſweetly deaths fad taſte convey, 
ung my minde to ſmell my ſatall day; 
Yer (ogring the lulſpxi00, 


Farewell deare flowers, ſweetly your time ye ſi 

fe, while ye ly d, for ſmell or ornament , * 
— — 

| follow ſtraig ht wuhout complaints or 

dar if wy ſent be good, I care not, if 
It be as ſhort as yours- 


— —ůꝛ — — 
qT Submiſton, 


RY: that thou art my wiſdome, Lord, 
And both mune eyes are thine, 
My minde would be extreamly ſturx d 
For miſſing my deſign. 


Were it not better to beſtow 
Some Place and power on me? 
Then ſhould thy praiſes with me grow, 
And ſhaze in my degree. 1 
* 


$3 The Charch. 


But when 1 thus diſpute and grieve, 
I do reſume my light, 
And pilfring what I once did give, 


D 


ſeize thee of thy right. 
How know I, if thou ſhauldſt me raiſe, 
That I ſhould then raiſe thee? 


Perhaps great places and thy praiſc 
Do not ſo well agree. at 


Wherefore unto my gift I ſtand ; 
I will no more adviſe: 
Onely do thou lend me a hand, 
Since thou haſt both mine eyes. 
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q- Juſtice, 


I Cannot skill of theſe thy wayes. 

Lord, thou didi make me, yet thou woundeſ# me; 

Lord, thou doſt wound me yet thou doſt re heve me: 
Lord, thou relicveſ#, yet 1 die by thee : 

Lord, thou doſ# kill me: et thou doſt reprigyg me. 


v—_ — 


But when I mark my life and praiſe, 

Thy juſtice me moſt fitly payes : 
For, I do praiſe thee, yer I praiſe thee not: 
My prayers mean thee, yet my preyers ſtray: 
I would do well, yer ſanne the hand hath got : 
My ſoul doth love ther, yet it loves delay. 

I cannot skill of theſe my wayes. 


1 — lA 


— — 
1 „ AT 3 —2 — ang = _ Ac. 


LE ttt 


« Charms and Knots, 


Ho reade a chepter when they riſe, 
Shall ne re be troubled with ill eyes, 
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A poore mans rod, hen thou doſt ride, 
k both a weapon and a guide, 


: | Who ſhuts his hand, hath loſt his gold: 
"| Who opens it, hath it twice told. 


Who goes to bed and doth not pray, 
Kaketh rvyo nights to cv ry day. 


Who 1 throw a ſtone 
Ack head of others, hit their own. 


Who looks on ground with humble eyes, 
indes himſelf there, and ſeeks to riſe. 


When th hair is Covcer through pride or luſt, 
The poder doth forget the duſt. 


Tike ona from ten, and what remains? 
| Teaſtall, if ſermons go for gains, 


k fall waters heav'n doth ſhoyy; 
la who drinks on, to hell may go. 


n — — —ͤ— — 
Affliction. 
MI God, Tread this day, 
Thar planted Paradiſe was not fo firm, 
kwas and is thy floting Ark; whoſe ſtay 
led anchor thou art onely, ro confirm 
And ſtrengthen it in ev'ry age, 
When waves do riſc,and rempeſts rage. 
| At firſt we liv'd in pleaſure ; 
Thine own delights thou didſt to us impart: 
When we greyx wanton,thou didſt ule diſpleaſurs 
Tomake us thine: yet that we might not part, 
As we at fuſt did board with thee, 
Now thou youldſt taſte our miſerie. 
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There is but joy and t; 
It — > — 41 
us d the firſt; if our relief 
Take 2 ſecond, then thy double line 
ſev ral baico — 
Furnulh thy table to thy munde. 


Affliction then is ours; 
We are the trees, whom fhiking faſtens more, 
While bluſtring windes deſtroy the wanton bones, 
And ruffle all their curious knots and ſtore. 
— — r joy and wo, 


may tame thy bow. 
1 8 — — 
Mortification. 
4 doth man decay 
When clothes are talen from a cheſt ſweets 
To ſwaddle infants, whoſe young breath 
Scarce knows the way; 
Thoſe clours are little winding ſheets, 
Which do — and ſend them unto death. 
o firſt to bed, 
They ep ne: into their — chr graves, 


Sleep bindes them faſt; — beeach 
Makes them not dead: 
Succeſſive nights, like rolling waves, 
Convey them quickly, ho are bound for death. 


When youth is frank and free, 
And calls for muſick, while his veins do fiwell, 
All day exchanging mirth and breath 
In 


That muſick — the knell, 
Which taal beftiend him at che houſe of death. 
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When man grows ſtaid and wiſe, 
Gerting a houſe and home, where he may move 
Within the circle of his breath, 


Schooling his 
That dumbe — maketh love 
Uno the coffin, that attends his death. 


— age grows low and weak, 
Marking his grave, and thawing ev'ry yeare 
11 all do melt, and drown his breach 
When he would ſpeak; 
A chair or litter ſhows the biere, 
Which ſhall convey him to the houſe of death, 


Man, ere he is avvare, 
Hath par together a ſolemnitie, 
dreſt his herſe, whale he has breath 
As yet to ſpare: 
Yer Lord, inſtcu& us ſo to die, 
That all cheſe dyings may be life in death. 


— = — — — — — 


Decay. 


cet were the dayes, hen thou didſt lodge with 
with Jacob, fit with Gideon, ( Lot; 
Adviſe with Abraham, when thy power could not 
kxconnter Moles ſtrong complaints and mont: 
Thy words vvere then, Let me alone. 


One might have ſought and found thee preſently 
At ſome fair oak, or buſh, or cave, or well: 
It my God this way? No, they would reply: 
He is to Sinai gone, as we heard tell: 
Liſt, ye may heare great Axons bell. 


Bur 
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But now thou doſt thy felt immure and clofe 

In ſome one corner of a feeble heart: 

Where yet both Sume and Satan, thy old foes, 

Do pinch and ſtraiten thee, and uſe much art 
To gain thy thirds and little part. 


I (es the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great love once ſpread, as in an urn 
Doth cloſet up it ſelf, and ſtill retreat, 
Cold finnc ſtill forang it, till it return, 

And callin; Juſtice, all things burn. 


© _—— — 
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« Milcrie, 


LO, let the Angels praiſe thy name. 
Man is a took — — 
Folly and Sinne play all his game. 
His houſe fill burns, and yet he ſtill doch ſing, 
Man i but ae, 
He knows it, fill the glaſſe. 


Ho canſt thou brook his fool:ſhneſle? 
Why he I not loſe a cup of drink for thee: 
Bid him but remper his exceſſc 
Not he: he knows, where he can better be, 
As he will fear, 
Then to ſetve thee in tear. 


What ſtrange pollutiong doth he wed, 
And make his own? as if none knew, but he. 
No man ſhall beat into his head, 
That thou within his curtains drawn canſt ſee: 
They are of cloth, 
Where neyer yet came moth, 


Fo 


Tt 
Ti 


A 
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The beſt of men, turn but thy hand 
For one poore minute, ſtumble at a pinne: 
They would not have their actions ſcang's, 
Nor any ſorro tell them that they finne, 
| it be (mall, 
And meaſure not their fall. 


They quarrell thee, and would give ov 
The — — made to ſerve thee: but thy love 
Holds them unto it, and doth cover 
Their follies with the wing of thy milde Dove; 
Not ſuff ring thoſe 
Who wonld, to be thy foes. 


My God, Man cannot praiſe thy name: 
Thou art all ————— ie; 
The ſunne holds down his for ſhame, 
Dead with eclipſes, when we (peak of thee; 
How ſhall infection 
Preſume on thy perfecuhonꝰ 


As dirtic hands foul all they touch, . 
And thoſe things moſt, which are mot and finc: 
So — when we Cr 3 
To ling thy praiſes, make them lefle divine. 
Yet either this, 
Or none thy poruon is. 


Man cannot ſerve thee; let him go, 
And ſerve the (wine: there, there is his delighe 
He doth not like this vertue, no; 
Give lum his dirt to wallow in all 4 
N Theſe Preachers make 
His head to ſhoot ad Ae. 


Oh 
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Oh fooliſh man! where are thine eyes? 
How haſt thou loſt them in a croud of care 
Thou pull't — and wilt = riſe, 
not to purchaſe the whole pack of ſtatres: 
_ There let —— acl 
Thou muſt go ſleep, or dine. 


The bird that ſees a daintic bovvre 
Made in the tree, where ſhe was ont to (it, 
Wonders and ſings, but not his power 
Who made the arbour: this exceeds her wit. 
But Man doth know 


The ſpring, whence all things flow: 


And yet as though he knew it not, 
His knowledge winks, and lets his humours reigne; 
They make his life a conſtant blot, 
And all the bloud of God to run in vain. 
Ah wretch! hat verſe 
Can thy ſtrange wayes rchearſe? 


Indeed at firſt Man was a treaſure, 
A box of jewels, thop of rarities, 
A ring, wholc poke was, e: 
He was garden in a Paradiſe: Lata 
Glorie and gracc 
Did crown his heart and face, 


But ſinne hath fool'd him. No he is 
A lunp of fleſh, without a foot or wing 
To raite hum to the glimpſe of bliſſe: 
A lick toſs d veſſel, daſlun on each thing; 
* Nay, his own ſhelf: 
My God, I mean my ſelf. 


« Jordan, 


F EEE SA 
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q Jordan: 


en firſt my lines of heay'nly joyes made men- 
Such was their luſtre, they did ſoexcell, ( tion, 
That I ought out quaint words, and trim invention; 
y thoughrs began to burniſh, ſprout, and (yell, 
ling with metaphors a plain intention, 
ſecking the ſenſe, as if it were to (ell, 


Of ring their ſervice, if I were not ſped: 

loken blotted what I had begunne; 

This was not quick enough, and that was dead. 
Nothing could ſeem too rich to clothe the ſunne, 
ach lefle thoſe joyes which trample on his head. 


| reg of notions in my brain did runne, 


kfames do work and winde, when they aſcend, 
d I wcave my ſelf into the ſenſe. 
ke while I buſtled, I might heare a friend 

iper, How wide is all this long pretence! 
There is in [ove a ſweemeſſe readie penn'd: 
pie our onely that, and ſave expen/e. 


q Prayer. 


what an eaſie quick acceſſe, 
Wy blefſed Lord, art thou! how ſuddenly 
May our requeſts thune eate invade! 
To thew that ſtare diſlikes not eaſineſſe. 
I bur lift mine eyes, my ſuit is made: 
Thos conſt mo more nor hear, then hos canſt die. | 
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Of what ſupreme aluuhtie power 
Is thy great — ſpans the ry and weft, 
And tacks the centre to the (pherc! 
By ĩt do all things live their meaſur'd houre: 
We cannot ask the thing, which is not there, 
Blaming che lallowneſl: of ourrequeſt, 


Of what unmeaxfurable love 
Art thou poſſeſt, who, when thou couldſt not die, 
Wert fain to take our fleſh and curſe, 
And for our ſakes in perſon ſinne reprove, 
That by deſtroying that which ty d thy purſe, 
Thou mighiſt make way for liberalitic! 


Since then theſe three wait on thy throne, 
Eaſe, Power, and Love; I value prayer ſo, 

That were I to leave all bur unc, 
Wealth, fame, endowments, vertues, all ſhould go; 
I and deare prayer would together dwell, 
And quickly gain, for each inch loſt, an ell. 


- — 6 = — — — 


— 


Obedience. 


MY God, if writings may 

Convey a Lordſhip any way 
Whither the buyer and the ſeller leaſe; 
Let it nor thee diſpleaſe, 


It this poore paper doas much as they. 


On it my heart doth bleed 
As many lines, as there doth need 
To paſlc itſelf and all ir hath to rhee. 
To whuch I do agree, 
Ad here preſent ig as my ſpeciall deed, 


let 
Th 


Wl 


If that hereafter Pleaſure 
Cavill, and claim her part and meaſure, 
As if this paſſed with a reſervation, 
Or ſome ſuch words in faſluon; 
[here exclude the wrangler from thy treaſure. 


O let thy ſacred will 

All thy delight in me fulfill! 

let me not think an action mine own way, 
But as thy love ſhall (way, 

Religning up the rudder to thy Sull. 


Lord, what is man to thee, 
That thou ſhouldſt minde a rotten tree? 
let fance chou canſt not chooſe but ſee my actions; 


So great are thy perfections, 
Thou mayſt as ell my ations guide, as (ce, 


Beſides, thy death and bloud 
Show'd a ſtrange love to all o good: 
Thy ſorrows were in earneſt; no faint profter, 
Or (uperticiall offer 
Of hat we might not take, or be withſtood. 


Wherefore I all forgo: | 
To one word oneiy I ſay, No: 
Where in the deed there was an intimation 
Of a giſt or donation, 
Lad, let it now by way of purchaſe go. 


He chat will paſſe his land, 
As I have mine, may ſet his hand 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath read, 
And make the purchaſe ſpread 
Lo boch our goods, if he to it will Rand. 


E 
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How happic were m p 
If ſome e — Aral his heart 
Into theſc lines; till in heav ns court of rolls 
T hey were by winged ſouls 
Entred for both, farrc above their deſert! 


a — — — —3 8 


— — — . — ee... — 


Conſcience. 


Peace pratler, do not lovvre: 
Not a fair look, but thau doſt call it fonl: 
Not a ſvveet diſh, but thou doſt call it ſovvre: 
Muſick to thee doth — 
By liſtnimg to thy chatting fears 
I have both loſt nune eyes and cares, 


Pratler, no more, I ſay: 
My thoughts muſt work, but like a noiſeleſſe ſphere; 
Harmonious peace muſt rock them all the day: 
o room for pratlersthere. 
If thou perſiſteſt, I will tell thee, 
That 1 have phylick to cxpell chee. 


And the receit ſhall be 
My Saviours bloud: yhen ever at his board 
I do but taſte it, ſtraight it cle anſeth me, 
And leaves thee not a word; 
No, not a tooth or nail to ſcratch, 
And at my actions carp, or catch. 


Yet if thou ralkeſt ſtill, 
Beſides my phyſick, know there's ſome for thee: 
Some and nails to make a ftaffe ot bill 
For thoſe that trouble me: 
The bloudic croſſe of my deare Lord 


— — 2 


Is both my phylick and my ſyyord. 
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Ord, with what glorie waſt thou ſerv d of old, 
Solomons temple ſtood and flourihed! 

Where moſt were of pureſt gold; 
The wood was all embelluhed 

With flowers and carvings, myſicall and rare: 

All ſhow'd the bwlders, crav'd the ſeets care. 


Yet all thus glorie, all this pomp and ſtare 
Did not affect thee much, was not thy aim; 
Something there was, that ſow'd — 
Wherefore thou quitt ſt thy ancient claim: 
And now thy Archite cture meets with ſuine; 
For all chy Come and tabrick is within. 


There thou art ſtruggli with a peeviſh heart, 
Which ſometimes crofleth thee, thou ſomerirges itz 
The fight is hard oneicher 
Great God doth fight, he oth ſubmit. 
A Solomons ſea of braſſe and world of ſtage 
not ſo deare to thee as ane good gronc. 


And truly braſſe and ſtones are heavie things, 
Tombes for the dead, not temples fir for thee: 
— are quick, and Hof wings, 
Aud all cheir mations upward be; 
lud ever as they mount, like larks they ng; 

The note is (ad, yer mulick for a king. 


— — EF 


Home. 
Card, herd doch burn, my heart is 
1 _ hou Joſt ever, cver ſtiy: ky 
deferrings wound me to the quick 
nx ſpirit gaſpeth _ and hes ' 
O ſhewthy ſelf come, 
Or take me my to _ 


Hv 
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How canſt thou ſtay, conſidering the 


The bloud did make, wluch - didſt waſte? 


When I bchold it trickling down thy face, 
I never ſaw thing make ſuch haſte. 
O ſhow thy (elf rome, 
Or take me up to thee! 


When man was loſt, thy pitie lookt about 
To ſee what help in th' earth or skie: 
But there was none; at leaſt no help without: 
The help did in thy boſome lie. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


There lay thy fonne: and muſt he leave that neſt, 
That hive of ſweerneſle, to remove 
Thraldome = from thoſe , — = at a feaſt 
ave one poore apple for thy love? 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


He did, he came: O my Redeemerdeare, 
After all thus canſt thou be ſtrange? 
So many yeares baptiz d, and not a e? 
As if thy love could fail ot e. 
O ſbow chy, &c. 


Vet if thou ſtayeſt till, why muſt I ſtay? 
My God, what is this world to me? 
This world of wo? hence all ye clouds, away, 
« Away; I mult get up and ſee. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


What is this weary world; this meat and drink, 
That chains us by the teeth ſo faſt? 
What is this woman-kinds, which I can wink 
Into a blacknefle and diſtaſte? 
O ſhow thy, Kc. 


O 


Wh 


© 
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With one ſmall ſigh thou gav i me th' other day 
I blaſted all the joyes about me: 
And ſcouling on them as they pin'd away, 
Nov come again, ſaid I, and flout me. 
O ſhow thy ſelf to me, 
Or tale m up to thee! yy 


* drought and dearth, but buſh and brake, 


ch way ſo- ere I look, I fee. 

dme may dream merrily, but when they wake, 
They dreſſe themſelves and come to thee. 

O ſhow thy, &c. 


We talk of harveſts; there are no ſuch things, 
But when we leave our corn and hay: 
There is no fruitfull yeare, but that which bringt 
The laſt and lov d, though dreadfull day. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


0h looſe this frame, this knot of man untie! 
That my free foul may uſe her wing, 
Which now is puuon'd with mortahtie, 
As an intangled, hamper d thing. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


What have I left, that I ſhould ſtay and grone ? 
The moſt of me to heav'n 15 fled: 
My thoughts and joyes are all packt up and gone 
And for ther old acquaintance plcad. ; 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


Come deareſt Lord, paſſe not this holy ſeaſon, 
My fleſh and bones and joynts do pray: 
lud ev n my verſe, when by the ryme and reaſon 
The word is, Stay, ſayes ever, Come. 

O ſhow thy, &c. 


E 3 The 
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« The Britiſh Church. 


T Joy, deare Mother, hen I view 
Thy perfect lineaments, and hue 


Both fweet and bright. 


Beauric in thee takes up her place, 
And dates her lettets from face, 
When the doth write. 


A fine aſpe ct in fir aray, 
N either too mean, nor yet too gay, 


Shows who 1s belt. 


Outlandiſh looks may not compare : 
For all they either painted are, 
Or elle undre ſt. 


She on the hills, which wanconly 
Allureth all in hope to be 
| By her preferr'd, 


Hath kiſs'd ſo long her painted ſhrines, 
That cn her face by kiſſing ſhines, 
For her revvard. 


She in the valley is ſo ſlue 
Of drefſiag, that her hair doth lic 


About her carcs : 


While ſhe avoids her neighbours pride, 
She wholly goes on th other fide, 
And nothing wears, 


But deareſt Mother, (what thoſe miſſc) 
The mean thy praife and glorie is, 
And long may be. 


le ſſed be God, whoſe love ut was 
1 odoublc-moat thee with his grace, 
And none but thee, 


q The 
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« The Quip. 


He merrie world did on a day 

With his train- bands and mates agree 
To meet together, where I lay, 
And all in (port to geere at me. 


Firſt, Beautie crept into a roſe, 

Which when I pluckt not, Sir, (aid ſhe, 
Tell me, I pray, Whoſe hands are thoſe ? 
But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, far me. 


Then Money came, and chinking ſtill. 
What rune is this, poore man ? (id he: 
heard in Muſick you had skill. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for mc. 


Then came brave Glorie puffing by 
In ſilks that Whiſtled, who but he? 

He ſcarce allow'd me half an eie. 

Ia thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Then came quick Wit and Converſation «+ 
And he would necds a comfort be, 

And, to be ſhort, make an ot ation. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for mc. 


Let when the hoare of thy defigne 
To anſwer theſe fine things ſhill come; 
Speak not at large, ſay, I am thine: 
And then they have theic anſwer home. 


E 4 J Vanitic. 
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 Vanitie. 
Oore filly ſoul, whoſe hope and head lies low; 
Whoſe flat delights on earth do creep aud grows 
Towhom the ſtures ſhine nor ſo fair, as eyes; 
Nor ſolid work, as falſe embroyderies; 


Heark and beware, leſt what you now do meaſure 
And write for ſveer, prove a moſt ſoyere diſpleaſure. 


P 


O heare betimes, leſt thy relenting 
My come too late 
To purchaſe heaven for repenting, 
Is no hard tate. 
If ſouls be made of earthly mold, 
Let them love gold; 
H born on hi Jn 
Let them unto their kindred tlie: 
For they can never be at reſt, 
Till they regain their ancient neſt, 
Then filly foul rake heed; for earthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy. 


_— 
— WG 
— — 
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The Dawning. 


Wake {ad heart, whom ſorrow ever drovynsz 
Take up thine cyes, whuch ſced on earth; 
ui nfold thy forchead gather d into frovns : 
T hy >avz0ur comes, and with him murth: 
Awake, awake; 
And with a thankfull heart his comforts take. 
But thou doſt ſhil lament, and pine, and crie; 
And ſcel hu death, but not hus victoric. 


Auk 
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Ariſe ſad heart; if thou doſt not withſtand, 
Chriſts reſurre&ion thine may be: 
Do not by hanging down break from the hand, 
Which as it rizth, raiſcth thee: 
Ariſe, ariſe; 
And _— buriall-linen —— eyes: ( — 
Chriſt left his grave , that we might,vv 
25 — 


Dravvs tears, or bloud, not want an 


n 
— — 
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q J=$U, 


ESU is in my hearr, his ſacred name 
] ls deeply carved there: but th other week 
Agreat affliction broke the little frame, 
n all to pieces: which I wear to ſeck: 
And firſt 1 found the corner, where was J, 
Aer, where E &, and next where U was graved. 
When I had got theſe parcels, infantly - 
It me down to ſpell them, and ved 
That ro my broken heart he was J eaſe you, 

And to my whole 1s 7 ESC. 


| Buſineſſe. 


Anſt be idle > canſt thou play, 
Fooliſh ſoul who finn'd to day 


Rivers tun, and ſprings each one 
Knovy their home, and get them gone 
Haſt thou tears, or hiſt thou none 


F,poore ſoul, thou haſt no tears; 
Would thou hadſt no faults or fears | 


Who hath theſc, thoſe ill forbears. 
E 5 Wader 
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Windes ſtill work: it is their plot, 
Be the ſcaſon cold, or hot: 
Haſt thou lighs, or haſt thou not? 


If thou haſt no ſighs or grones, 
Would thou hadſt no ficth and bones / 
Leller pains ſcape greater ones. 


Bur if yer thou idle be, 
Fooliſh ſoul, Who did for thee ? 


Who did leave his Fathers throne, 
To aflume thy fleſh and bone; 
Had he lifc, or had he none? 


Tf he had notliv'd for thee, 
Thou hadit did moſt wretchedly ; 
And two deaths had been thy fee. 


He ſo farre thy good did plot, 
That hus oven ſelf he forgot. 
Did he die, or did he — 


Tf he had not di d for thee, 
Thou haudſt liv'd in miſerie. 
Iwo lives worſe then ten deaths be. 


And hath any ſpace of þreath 


"I wixt his ſinnes and Saviours death > 


He that loſeth geld, though droſſe, 
Tells to all he meets, his ctoſſt: 
He that ſinncs, hath he no lofie ? 


He that findes a falver vein, 
Thinks on it, and thinks again: 
Brings thy Saviouis death no gain ? 


Who in hcart not ever kncels, 


Neither ſinne nor Saviour feels. 
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Dialogue. 

eeteſt Saviour, if my ſoul 

Were but worth the having, 
Quickly ſhould I then controll 

Any thought of waving. 
But when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
To thy wretch ſo full of — 
What delight or hope remains t 


What ( childe) it the ballance thine, 
T hine the poiſe and meaſure? 

If I /ay, T hou jhalt be mine; 
Finger not my treaſure. 

What the gains in having thee 

Do amount to, onely he, 

Who for man was ſold, can ſee; 

That traatferr d th accounts to me. 


Bat as I can ſee no merit, 
Leading to this favours . 
So the way to fie me for it, 
Is d my ſavour. 
As the reaſon then is thine; 
So the way is none of mine: 
I diſclaim the whole defigne: 
Singe diſclaims and I teſigne. 


That is all , if that I could 

Ger without repiniqʒ 
And my clay my creature would 

Follow my reſigning. ; 
That as did freely part 
With u glorie and deſert, 
Leſt al | per to feel all ſinart —-- 
Ah ! no more: thou break ſt my heart. 

C Dulnelle ;, 
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« Dulneſle. 


Vn do Ilan — and dull 

V a As if I were all cart * 8 

Ogive me quic kncſſe, that I may with mirth 
Praiſe thee brim-full | 


The wanton lover in a curious ſtrain 

| Can praiſc his faireſt fairs, 

And with quaint metaphors her curled hair 
Curl o re again. 


Thou art my lovelineſſe, my life, my light, 
Bcautie alone to mic: 
Thy bloudy death and undeſerv'd, makes thee 
Pure red and whatc. 


When all perfe ions as but one appcare, 
* thoſe th hens loch ſhow, 
The very duſt, where thou doſt tread and go, 
Makes beauties here ; 


Where are my lines then? my approaches views? 
Where are my window-{ongs? 
Lovers are ſtill pretending, & cv'n wrongs 
Sharpen theu Muſe: 


But I am loſt in fi-ſh, whoſe ſagred lyes 
Still mock me, and grow bold: 
Sure thou didſt put a minde there, if I could 
Finde Where it lics. 


Lord, cleate thy gift, that with a conſtant wit 
I may but look towards thee: 
Lt onely; for to love thee, who can be, 
What angel fu? 


Love. joy. 


FT 
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1 fi. 


q Love-joy. 


$ on a window late I caſt _ 

I aw a vine grapes with 7 C 
uncal d on — One — by 
u d what it meant. I (who am never lot 
To my ſaid, It ſeem d to me 
To be the bodie and the letters both ; 
of Joy and Charirie. Sir, you have not miſs d, 
Ide man reply'd 4 It figures JESUS CHRIST. 
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4 Providence. 


Sacred Providence ho from end to end 

— and ſweetly moveſt! ſhall I write, 
lad not chee whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill? Chall they not do thee right? 


(f all the creatures both in ſea and land 

Vhely to Man thou haſt made known thy wayes, 
And put the penne alone into his hand, 

lud made him Secretarie of thy praiſe. 


leit fair» would fing; birds dittie to their notes; 
Ines would be tuning on their native lute 

Tothy renown: but all their hands and throats 

Are brought to Man, whule they arc lame and mute, 


Min is the worlds high Prieſt: hc doth preſent 

The Cacrifice for all; while they below 

Unto the ſervice mutter an t. 

h as ſprings uſe that fall and windes that blow. 


fe that to praiſe and luud thee doth refrain, 

not refrain unto himſelf alone, 
Jar robs a thouſand who would praiſe thee fin; 
kaddoth commit a world of ſinne in onc. 


—_Yy 


The 
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The beaſts ſay, Eat me: but if bealts mult reach, 

The tongue is yours to eat, but munc to praile, 

The tees ſay, Pull me: but the hand you ſtretch, 
Is mine to write , as it is yours to raiſe, 


Whereforc,moſt ſacred Spirit, I here preſent 
For me and all my fellows praiſe to thee: 
And jult it is that IL ſhould pay the tent, 
Becauſe the benefit accrues to me, 


We all acknowledge both thy power and love 

To be CH — drvine; 

Who doſt ſo ſtrongly and fo ſweetly move, : 
Whule all things have their will, yet none but thine, 


For either thy command, or thy permiſſion 
Lay hands on all:they are thy right and left. 
The frit puts on with ſpeed and expedition; 
The other curbs ſuines ſealing pace and theft. 


Nothing eſcapes them both; all muſt appeare, 

And be diſpos'd;and dre(s'd,and tun d by thee, 
Who 22 all. H we could heare ; 
Thy skill and art, what muſick would i be! 


Thou art in (mall things great, not ſmall in an 
Thy even praiſe can neither riſe, nor fall. 

Thou art iu all rtungs one, in cach thang many: 
For thou art infirate in one and all. 


Tempeſts ate calm to chee they know thy hand, 
And hald it faft,as children do their fathers, 
Which cric and follow. Thou hiſt made poore ſand 
Check the proud ſca eV n ven it freells and gathers. 


Thy cupboard ſerves the world the meat is ſer, 
Where all may reach: no beaſt but knows his feed. 
Birds teach us hawking; fubes have thew net: 

& he great prey on the lei, they on ſome weed. 
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Nothing ingendred doth prevent his meat: 
rhes have — table ſpread, exe they appeare. 
Gme creatures have in winter what to cat; 


Others do fleep,and envie not their cheer, 


How finely doſt thou times and ſeaſons (pin, 

ud make a twiſt checker d with night and day 
Which as it lengthens Windes, and windes us in, 
ks bouls go on, but turning all the Way. 


— 4 — —— 

Ip. their ag, cying, 
When they are calloyy; but withdravy their food 
hea they are fledge, chat need may teach the flying, 


kes work for man; and yet they neyer bruiſe 
Their maſters flower, but leave it, having donc, 
ki fur as ever, and as ſit to uſe ; 

bach the flower doth Ray, and hony run. 


keepeat the graſſe, and dung the ground for more: 
Trees after drop their leaves tor foul: 

ngs vent their ſtreams, and by expenſe — 
cool by hear, and bathely il 


Who hath the vertue to expreſſe the rare 

and curious vertues boch of herbs and ſtones? 
b chere an herb for that ? O dat thy care 
Would ſhow a toot, that gives expreſſions! 


lud if an herb hath power what have the ſtarres? 

A roſe,befides his beautie, is a cure. 

Doubtlefle our sand plentic, peace and arxes 
tie there much ſuret then our art is ſure. 


Thou haſt hid metals: man may take them thence; 
Gut at his perill : when he digs the place, 

He makes a grave as if the —_— ſenſe, 

Aud duc tued nun cut he ſhould f ll che (pace. 


— Ev n 
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Ev'n poyſons praiſe thee. Should a thing be loſt? 


Should creatures want for want of heed their duc? R 


Since where are poyſons, antidots are moſt: 


, 
ar 


The help ſtands cloſe, and keeps the fear in view. bes 


The ſea, which ſeems to ſtop the traveller, 

Is by a ſlup the ſpeedier paſſage made. 

T he windes,who think they rule the mariner, 
Are rul'd by him, and taught to ſerve his trade. 


And as thy houſe is full , ſo I adore 

Thy curious art in m ng thy goods. 

The hills with health a ; the vales with ſore; 
he South with marble; North with furres & Woock 


Hard things are glorious; eaſie things good cheap, 
The co nmon all men have; that x. x is — 
Men therefore ſeck to have, and care to keep. 

The healthy froſts with ſummer · fruits compare, 


Light without winde is glaſſe : warm without wei 
Is wooll and furres: cool withous cloſeneſſe, Shade 
Speed without pains,a horſe: tall without height, 
A ſervile hawk : low without loſſe, a ſpade. 


All countreys have enonghto ſerve their need: 
If they feek fine things, thou doſt make them run 
For cheir offence; and then doſt turn their ſpeed 
To be commerce and trade from ſunne to ſunne. 


Nothing wears clothes, but Man ; nothing doth need 
But he to wear them. Nothing uſeth fire, 

But Man alone, to ſhow tvs hcav'nly breed: 

And onely he hath fuell im de ſice. 


When th egrth was dry, thou mad' ſt a ſea of wet: 
Whe that laygathcr'd,thou didſt broach the moins 
When yer ſome places could no moiſture ger, (tains 
The windes grew gard ners, ind the clouds good — | 
+ | i 


had: 
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un. do not hurt my flowers; but gently ſpend 

zar hony drops : preſſe not to ſmell them here: 
are ripe, their odour will aſcend, 

2 your lodging with their thanks appeare. 


fow harſh are thorns wu and yer they make 
jbetrer hedge, and need lefle reparation. 

fow ſmcoth are filks compared with a ſtake, 

O with a ſtone! yet make no good foundation. 
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wetimes thou doſt divide thy gifts to man, 
wetimes unite. The Indian nut alone 
bdoching,mear and trencher,drink and kan, 
hn cable, ſail and ncedle, all in one. 


Wot herbs that grow in brooks,are hot and dry. 
Cold fruits warm kernells help againſt the winde. 
The lemmons juice and rinde cure mutually. 

The whey of nulk doth looſe, the milk doth binde. 


Thy creatures leap not, but expreſſe a feaſt, 
Where all the fit cloſe, and nothing wants. 

6 and fleſh; bats, bird and beaſt ; 
yonges,non-ſenſe and (cnſe;mines,th' earth & plants. 


To ſhow thou art not bound, as if thy lot 
Moſt things move th under-jawzthe Crocodile not. 
Moſtchings ſleep lying; th Elephant leans or ſtands. 


du who hath praiſe enough?nay who hath any ? 

None can expreſſe thy works, hut he that knows them 
And none can know thy works,whuch are ſo many, 
And ſo complete, but onely he that owes them. 


All things that are, though they have ſcv'rallwayes, 


Yer in their being joyn vvith one adviſe 


To honour thee : and ſo I give thee praiſe 
lull my other hyranes, but in this twice. 


Were worſc then ours; ſometimes thou ſhifteſt hands. 


— — — ——— ————————-— Dc 
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Each thing that is, although in uſe and name 
It go for one, hath many wayes in ſtorc 

To honour thee ; and ſo each hymne thy fame 


Yer ill deeds loyter not: for they ſupplie 
New thoughts of linning : wherefure,to my ſhame, 
Sorrie I am, my God, ſoxtie 1 am. Tu. 


Extolleth many wayes, yet this once more. 5 
— — GENIE „ No m3 
5 Hope. * — 
I But 
1 Gave to Hope a watch of mine: but he The 
An anchor __ mc. 
Then an old book I did preſent: w&rka 
"Rs he an — ſent. 5 
With that 1 gave a viall full of tears: Tot 
But he a fey green care: Ack 
Ah Loyteret! Ile no more, nn more Ile bring: Cl 
I did expect à ring, Sir 
Sinnes round. = 
S b I am, my God, ſorric 1am, ue 
That my offences courſe it in a ring, mou 
My choughts are working like a buſie flame, A 
Untill their cockatrice they hatch and bring; 5 
And when they once have perſected their draughts, 

+ My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. ind 
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts, — 
Which ſpit it forth like the Sicilian hill. 11 
They vent the wares, and paſſe them with their fault, | 
And by their breathing ventilate the ill. ' 
But words ſuffice not here are kewd intentions: 

My hands do joyn to finiſh the inventions. Of 
My hands do joyn to finiſhthe inventions: Wh 
And ſo my ſinnes aſcend three ſtories high, Th 
As Bibel grew, before there were diſſeguons. Th 
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— — Time, ſlack thing, ſaid J, 
Thy is dull; yyher it for ſhame. 


Nomarvell Sir, he did replie, 

aa length deſerve ſome blame: 

But where one man would have me grinde it, 
Tywentie for one too ſharp do finde it. 


ſome ſuch of old did paſſe, 
ſho above all things lov'd this life; 
whom thy fithe a hatchet was, 
ach now 15 but a pruning-krufe, 
Chriſts coming hath made man thy debter, 
Since by thy cutting he grows better. 


lad in his bleſſing thou art bleſt: 

for where thou unely wert before 
lu execurioner at beſt ; 

Thou art a gard ner now, and more, 


An uſher to convey our ſouls 
Beyond the utmoſt ſtarres and poles. 


lad this is that makes life ſo long, 

ile it detains us from our God. 

Vn pleaſures here increaſe the wrong, 

lad length of dayes lengthen the rod. 

Who wants the place where God doth dvell 


Partakes already halt of hell. 


Of what ſtrange length muſt that needs be. 
Which cv cternutic excludes! 

Thus farre Time heard me pariently: 

Then chafing ſaid, This man dcludes: 

What do I here before his doore? 

He doth not crave leſſe time, but more. 


« Grate - 
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«4 Gratefulneſſe. 


f hom that haſt giv'n ſo much to me, 
' & Give one thing more,a gratefull heart. 
Sec how thy beggar works on thee 

By art. 


He makes thy gifts occaſion more, of 

And ſayes, If he in this be croſt, 

All thou haſt giv'n him heretofore 
Is loſt. 


But thou didſt reckon, when at firſt 
Thy word our hearts and hands did crave, 
What it would come to at the worſt 

To ave. 


Perpetuall knockings at thy doore 
Tears ſullying thy tranſparent rooms, 10 
Gift upon gift, much would have more, 

And comes. 


This not withſtanding, thou wentſt on, Th 
And didſt allow us all our noiſe: 
Nay thou haſt made a figh and grone 


Thy joyes. 


Not that thou haſt not ſtill above 

Much better tunes, then grones can make; 

But chat theſe countrey-aires thy love 
Did take. 1 


Wheretore I crie, and crie again; 

And in no quiet canſt thou be, 

Till 1a thankfull heart obtain L 
Ot rhee 


A be 


Not thankfull, when + me; 
ſuch a heart VhO e may 
* Thy praiſe. 


I Peace. 


Let me once know. 
I ſought thee in a ſecret cave, 
And ask'd, if Peace were there, 
 holloyy winde did ſeem to anfwer, No: 
Go (cek elſewhere, 


lad and going did a rainbow note 

Surely, thought I, 
This is the lace of Peaces coat: 
I will ſearch out the natter. 
ka while I lookt, the clouds unmediately 
Did break and ſcatter. 


Then went I to a garden, and did py 
A over, 


gallant 
The crown all:Sure,CGud 1 
— — . 
la when I digg d, I ſav a worm devoure 
What ſhow'd ſo well 


kilength I met a rev rend good old man, 
om when for Peace 
I did demand; he thus began: 
There was a Prince of o 
A Salem drvelt ho liv'd with good increaſe 
HSI” Of flockrnd fell. 
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_ Peace,where doſt thou dwell?I humbly crave; 
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ſxxeetly liv d, yer ſweetneſſe did not fave 
a = F His life om foes. 
But after death out of his grave 
There ſprang twelve ſtalks of wheat: 


Which many wondring at, got ſome of thoſe 
To plant and ſer. 


t proſper'd ſtrangely, and did ſoon diſperſe 
3 Through all che — 
For they that taſte it do rehearſe, 
That vertue lies therein, 
A ſecrct vertue bringing peace and mirth 


By flight of ſinne. 


Take of this grain, which in my garden grows, 
And grows tor you; 
Make bread of it: and that repoſe 
And peace which ey'ry where 
With ſo much carneſtneſle you do puſu 
Is onely chere. 


—— 


J Confeſſion. 


O Thar a cuntung gueſt 
Is this ame grief! within my heart I made 
Cloſers; and in them many a cheſt; 
And like a maſter in my trade, 
In thoſe cheſts, boxes; in each box, a till: 
Yet gnef knows all, and enters When he will 


No ſcrue, no piercer can 
Into a piece of timber work and winde, 
As Gods afflictions into man, 
When he a torture hath deſign d. 
They are too ſubtill for the dab len hearts; 


And fall, like chenmes, upon the rendreſt parts, = | 


] 
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We are the carth; and they, 
he moles within us, heave, and caſt about: 
And till they foot and clutch their prey, 
They never cool, much lefle give our. 
No ſmith can make ſuch locks, but they have keyes: 
(loſers ate halls to them; and hearts, high-yayes, 


Onely an open breaſt 
doch ſhut them our, ſo that they cannot enter; 
Or, if they enter, cannot reſt, 
Bur quickly (eek — adventure. 
{nooth open hearts no have; but fiction 
dach gire a hold and handle to afflition. © 


Wherefore my — — ſinnes, 
Lord, I acknowledge; take ues : 
For ſince confeſſion - — 
I challenge here the bri . 
The cleareſt diamond: let them do their beſt, 
They hall be thick and <loudie to my becaft, 


— — 


—_—_—— * 


Giddineſſe. 


Nhat at is man! how farre ſcom power 
0* From letled peace and refl! . 
He is ſome twentie ſev tall men at leaſt 
Eh ſev'rall houre. 


One while he counts of bean, as of his meaſure; 
Buc then a t cxeeps in, | 
had calls lum coward, who or fear of fun 
Wal lebe apleakue, 


Now 


* 


1 
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Now he will fight it out, and to the warres; 
No eat his bread in peace, 

And ſnudge in quiet: now he ſcorns increaſe; 
Now all day ſpares. 


He builds a houſe, which quickly doyn muſt go, 
As if a whulwinde bleyy 

And cruſhs the building: and it's partly true, 
His minde is (0. 


O what a ſight were Man, if his attires 
Did alter with tus minde; 

And like a Dolphins skinne, his clothes combin'd 
With his defies! 

Surely if each one ſaw anochers heart, 
There would be no commerce, 

No fale or bargain paſſe: all would diſperſe, 
And live apart. 


Lord, mend or rather make us: one creation 
Will not ſuffice our turn: 
Except thou make us dayly, we ſhall ſpurn 
; Our own ſalvation. 
— — — — — — 
I The bunch of grapes. 


Oy, I did lock thee up: but ſome bad man 
Hath let thee out again: 


And now, me thinks, I am where I began 


Sev'n yeares ago: one vogue and vein 
One are of uſurps my brain. 
I did toward Canaan dravy; but now I am 


Brought back to the Red ſea, the ſea of ſhame. 
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For a8 the Jevvs of old by Gods command 
— ſ no town: 
ono each Chriſtian ha journeys ſpanm d: 
Their ſtorie $s and ſets us down, 
A ſingle deed is {mall renown. 
— and let in future times; 

iu ancient juſtice overfloys our crimes. 


r  —— — 

Our Scripture drops f 

Fe have our ſands and ſerpents, tents and ſhroveds; 
Alas !our murmurings come not laſt, 

But where's the cluſter ? where's the taſle 
of mine inheritance ? Lord, if I muſt borroyy, 

la me as well take up their joy ,as ſorrove, 


can he want the grape, who hath the yvine ? 
I have their fruit and more. 
kied be God, — — 

it 1 toce, 
ho of — ſyxeet wine did make, 
un God lumſelf, being preficd for my lake. 


| — — 


— — — — — 
q Love unknown. 


Dr , fie down, the tale is long and ſad; 
And in my faintings I preſume your loue 

led have, of whom ſome groundsſwhuch may im- 
lald for rwo lives, and both lives in me, (prove, 
Tokim 1 a diſh of fruit one day, 

lace: plac'd my heart. Bur he 


r 
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Lookt on a ſeruant, who did know his eye 
Better then you know me, or ( which is 
Then I my (elf. The ſervant inſtantly 
Quirting the fruit, {eiz'd an my heart lone, 
And threw it in a font, wherein ll 

A ſtream of bloud, which iſſu d the ſide 
Of a great rock: I well r all, 

— have — cauſe : there it vas dipt and di d, 
And waſht, and wrung: the very wringing yet 
Enforceth rears. Tour heart was foul, I fear. 
Indeed tis true, I did and do commit 
Many a fault more then my leaſe will bear; 
Yer ſtill askt pardon, and was not deni d. 
But you ſhall heare. After my heart yyas Well, 
And clean and fair, as Ione even cide 
(1 figh to tell) 

Walkrby my ſelf abroad, I fa 

And ſpacious fornace flaming, and thereom 

A boyling caldron, round about whoſe 

Was in great letters ſet AFFLICT ION. 

The greatnefle ſhew'd the ovener. So I weat 

To fetch a ſacrifice our of my fold, 

Thinking wich char, which did dum preſent, 
To warm lus love, which I did fear grew cold. 
But as my heart did tender it, the man 

Who was to take it from me, ſlipt his hand, 

And threw my heart into the ſcalding pan; 

My heart, that brought it (do you . ) 
Ihe ofterers heart. Tour heart was hard, I fear- 
Indeed tis true. I found a callous matter 

Began to ſpread and tu expatiate there: 

But with a richer drug, then ſcalding water, 

I barh'd it often, ev'n with blond, 

Which at a board,ywehile many bare wines 
A friend did ſteal into my cup for good, 
Ev'n taken inwardly , and moſt divine 
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e hardneſſes, Bur at the length | 
the caldron getting, ſoon | fied 
Unto my houſe, where to repair the ſtrength 
Which 1 had loſt, 1 haſted to my bed. 
john tne penn bints 

to 

Tfound that ſome had ſtuff d the ack tough 
[would fa 1 — — aks 
When with m ures evinm was : 
al Lande ond, who had — 
forl had giv'n the key to none, but one: 
kmuſt be he. Tour art was dull, | fear, 
ladced aflack and ſleepie ſtate of mi 
Dd oft poſſeſſe me, ſo that when I pray d. 
bat all my ſcores were , 
Whotook the debt upon him. Truly, Friend, 
Fir ought / beare,your Maſter ſhows to you 
tire favour then you wot of. Mark the end. 
The Font did one y, what was old, renew: 


Toſi 
Out 


The Caldron ſuppled, what was grown 100 hard- 
The T horns did quicken, what was grown 100 dull: 
Al did but ſtrive to mend, what you bad marr'd. 
cheer d. and praiſe bim to the full 
Lich day, each boure, each moment of the weeks 
bo ſain would have you be, nem, tender, quick. 
— }J_—— — — 
« Mans medley. 
H how the birds do ſing, 
And woods do ring. 


All creatures have their joy: and man hath tus, 
Yer if we rightly meaſure, 

Mus joy and pleaſure 
laher hereafter, thea in preſent, us. 


F 2 To 
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To this life things of ſenſe 
Make _ com 
In th'other els have ari irth : 
— — ne, 
And makes them one, 
With th'one hand touching heav'n,with th other exth 


In ſoul he mounts and flies, 
In fleſh he dies. 
He wears a ſtuffe whoſe thread is courſe and round, 
But trimm'd with curious lace, 
And ſhould take place 
After the trimming, not the ſtuffe and ground. 


Not, that he may not here 
Taſte of the cheer, 
But as birds drink, and ſtraight lift up their head, 
So muſt he ſip and think 
Ot drink 
He may attain to, after he is dead. 


But as his joyes are double; 

So is his troublc, 
He hath two winters, other things but one: 
Both froſts and th do rup, | 

| And bite bus lip; 
And he of all things fears rwo deaths alone. 


Yetcv'n the greateſt grieſs 
May be rchiets, 
Could he but take them right, and in their wayes, 
Happie is he, whoſe heart 
Hach found the art 
To dun his double pains to double praiſe. 


« This 


ZE OE tf py 
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4 The Storm. 


2s the windes and waters here below 
Do flic and flow, 
My fighs and tears as buſie were above; 
Sure they would move 
And much affect thee, as tempeſtuous times 
Amaze poore mortals, and objeR their crimes, 


farres have their ſtorms, ev n in a high degree, 
As well as we. 
ithrobbing conſcience ſpurred by remorſe 
= Hath a ſtrange force: 
| quits the earth, and more and more, 
des 10 affine thee, and belies thy doore. 


There it ſtands knocking, to thy muſicks wrong, 
And drowns the ſong, 
Glorie and honour are ſet by ull it 
1 beſt; 
( orms: ayes are 
— — within the breaſt. 


— 


1 Paradiſe. 
fn thee, Lord, becauſe Io NOV 


Among thy trees, which ina Ro w 
To thee both fruit and order © w. 


hat open force, or hidden MAR m 
Can blait my fruit, or bring me AN N, 
Mule the incloſure is thine AR me 


F 3 Incloſe 


726 The Church. 


Incloſe me ſtill for fear I's Tart; 
Be to me rather and TART , 
Then let me want thy hand & AR T. 


When thoudoſt greater judgements $PARE, 
And with thy knife but prune and pant, 
Evn fruicfull trees more fruicfull AR E. 


Such ſharpnes ſhows the ſweeteſt Fn EN: 
Such cuttings rather heal then xEnD: 
And ſuch beginnings touch their BND. 


— — ͤ — 
4 The Method. 


Poo heart, lamem. 
For ſince thy God refuſeth ſtill, | 
T here is ſore rub, ſome diſcontent, 

Which cools his will. 


Thy Father cond 
O uickly eſſect, what thou doſt move; 
For he 1s Purer: and furc he would; 

For he is Love. 


Go ſearch this thing, 
Tumble thy breaſt, and turn thy book. 
If thou hadit loſt a glove or ring, 

Would thou not look? 


What do I ſee 
Written above there? Tefterday 
1 did be have moe care leſſy, 
Men | did pray. 


— 


Ju 
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And ſhould Gods eare 
To ſuch indifterencs chained be, 
Who do not their own motions heare? 
Is God leſſe free? 


But ſtiy! what's there? 
lut when 1 would have ſomething done, 
| bad e motion to forbear, 
Tet I went on. ny 


— 


And ſhould Gods care, 
Which needs not man, be ty d to thoſe 
Who heare not him, but quickly heare 
His utter foes ? 


Then once more pray: 
Don with thy knees, up with thy voice. 
ek pardon firſt, and God will Gay, 
Glad beart rejoyce. 


— — — > 
Divinitie. 
S men, for fear the ſtazres ſhould ſleep and nod, 
And trip at night, have ſpheres ſuppli'd; 


Aiif a ſtarre were duller then a clod, 
Which knovvs his way without a guide: 


Juſt ſo che other heav'n they alſo ſerve, 
Divinities tranſcendent skie: 

Waxh with the edge of wit they cut and carve, 
Reaſon triumphs, and faith lies by. 


Could not that wiſdome, which firſt broacht the wing, 
Have thicken'd it with definuuons ? 
Aad jagg'd his ſeamleſſe coat, had that been fine, 
Wich curious queſtions and dwiſions? 
a CUI F 4 


128 The Church. 

But all the doctrine, which he taught and gave; 
Was — hcav'n, from — 

At leaſt thoſe beams of truth, which onely Gaye, 
Surpaſle in brigheneſle any flame. 


Love God, and love your neighbour. Watch aul prq. 
Do as ye would be done unto. 

O dark inſtructions; cy'n as dark as day! 
Who can theſe Gordian knots undo? 


But he doth bid us take his bloud for wine. 
Bid vvhat he pleaſe; yet Iam ſure, 

To take and taſte what he doth there deſigne, 
Is all that faves, and not obſcure. 


Then burn thy Epicycles, fooliſh man; 
Break all thy ſpheres, and fave thy head, 
Faith needs no ſtaſfe of fleſh, but ſtoutly can 
To heav'n alone both go, and leade. 


— 1 


Epheſ. 4. 30. 
Grieve not the Holy Spirit, &c. 


0 Nd art thou grieved, ſweet and ſacred Dove, 
When I am ſovre, 
And croſſe thy love? 
Grieved for me? the God of ſtrength and 
Griev'd for a worm, which when 1 tread, 
I paſſe avray and leave it dead? = 


Then 


* 
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mine the God of love doth grieve: 
— 0 pfoolhear, Aled 
A ing live: 
böten is dne an dull. Yerif part, 
End as the night, whole ſable hue 
Your fianes expreſſeʒ melt into dev. 


hea ayecie mirth ſhall knock or call at doore, 

Ory out, Get hence, 

Or cry no more. Y 
Amightie God grieve, he puts on ſenſe : 

I ſinne not to my grief alone, 

But to my Gods tooʒ he doth grone. 


(brake thy lure, and tune it to a ſtrain, 
Which may with thee 
All day complain. - 
There can - diſcord bur in ceaſing be. 
Marbles can weep; and ſurely ſtrings 
More bowels have, then ſach hard things, 


Lord, I adjudge my ſelf to tears and grief, 
Ev'nendleſſe tears 

Wuhout relief. 

Facleare ſpring for me no time for bears, 
But runnes, al I be not dries 


I am no Cryſtall, hat ſtull E 
let if I wail nat ſtill, Gnce ſtill to wail 


Nature denies; 

And fleſh would fail, 

I my deſerts were maſters of mine eyes: 

Lord, pardon, for thy ſonne makes good 
My wang of tears with fore of bloud. 


F5 F Thx 
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The Familie. 


W doth this noiſe of thoughts within my hen 
As if they had a pare 
What do theſe loud c ints and pulling fears, 
As if chere were no rule or cares? + 


But, Lord, the houſe and familie are thing, 


Though ſome of tham repine. 
Turn out theſe wr rs, which defile thy fear: - 
For where thou dwelleſt all is nent. 


Firſt Peace and Silence all diſputes controll, 
Then Order ies the ſout; 
And giving all things their ſet borms and houres, 
Makes of wilde woods ſweet walks and bowres | 1: 


\ 
Humble Obedience neare the doore doth ſtand, 
ExpeQing a command: 
Then whom in waiting nothing ſeems more ſlow, 
Nothing more quick hen ſhe doth go. 
Joyes oft arc there, and griefs as oft as joyes; 


But griefs without a noiſe: 


Yer ſpeak they louder, then diſtemper'd fears. 
What is ſo ſheill as ſilent tears? 


This is thy houſe, with theſe it doth abound: 

And where theſe are not found, 

Perhaps thou com ſt ſometimes, and for a day; 
But not to make a conſtant ſtay, 


The 
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F The Size: 
Content thee, greedio heart. 
Modeſt and moderate joyes to thoſeʒ that hate 
Jule to more hereafter hen they part, 
Are paſſing brave. 


Let th s into the low 
Ei thou doſt flove. 


What though ſome have a fraughs 
Ofcloves and nutmegs, andi n cinamon (ail; 
mou haſt wherewnhall to ſpice a draught, 

When griefs prevail; 
And for the future time art heir 


To th' Iſle of ſpices? Is't not fair? 


To be in bock worlds full 
more then God was, who Was hunęrie here. 
Wouldſt thou tus lavys of f diſanull? 
Eract good c 
Lay out thy joy, yet to ſave it? 
Wouldſt thou both eat thy cake, and have it? 


Great joyes are all ar once; 
But little do reſerve themſelves for more: 
Thoſe have their hopes;theſe what they have renounce, 
And live on ſcore: 
Thoſe are at home; theſe journey ſtall, 
And meet the reſt on Sious hill. 


| Thy Saviour ſentenc d joy, 
Andin the fleſh conderan'd it as unke, 
Atleaſt in lump : for ſuchdoth oft dſtroy; 
Whereas a bit 
Doth tice us on to hopes of more, 


And for the preſent health reſtore, 
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A Chriſtians ſtate and caſe 
Ts not a corpulent, bur a thinne and ſpare, 
Yet active : whole and bonic face 
Content and carc 
Do ſeem to equally divide, 
Like a pretender, not a bride, 


Wherefore fit down, good heart; 
Graſp not at much, for fear thou loſeſt all. 
If comforts fell according to deſert, 
They would great froſts and ſnows deſtroy: 
For wc count, Since the laſt joy. 


Then cloſe again the ſeam, 
Which thou haſt _ : donot ſpread thy robe 
In hope of great things. Call to minde thy dream, 
An earthly globe, 
On whoſe meridun was engraven, 
Theſe ſeas are tears, and hears the haves. 


q Artillerie. 


As Tone ev'ning (at before my cell, 
Me thoughts a ſtarre did ſhoot into my lap. 
I roſe, and ſhook my clothes, as knowing well, 
That from ſmall fires comes oft no ſmall miſhnp, 
When ſuddenly I heard one ſay, 
Do as thou uſeft, diſobcy, 
Expe i good mortons from thy brea/?, 
Which have the face of fire, but end inreſt. 


J. 


rer = TFT 


—4 


= —_- 1-4 
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1, who had heardof muſick in the ſpheres, 
Jar not of ſpeech in ſtarres, began to muſe; 
oy Ges 
The ſtarres and all things are; If I refuſe, 
Dread Lord, ſaid I, fo oft my 3 

— * — oud 

To away my orn thought: 
for will do, or ſuffer what I ought, 


zn I have alſo ſtarres and ſhooters too, 
—— ſervants — uſe. 
tears 4 $ O WOoe, 
1 work —_— 15 refuſe. 
Not, but I am (1 muſt ſay ſtill) 
Much more oblig d to do thy will, 
Then thou to grant mine: but becauſe 
Thy promiſe no hath ev'n ſer thee thy laws. 


Then we are ſhooters both, and thou doſt deigne 
To enter combate vvith us, and conteſt 
With thine own clay. But I would parley fain: 
kunne not my arrows, and bchold my breaſt. 
Vet if thou ſhunneſt, I am thine: 
I muſt be ſo, if I am mine. 
There is no articling with thee: 11 
| am but finute, yer dune iaſuutely. 


Church 
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«| Church-rents and ſchiſmes. 


Rave roſe, (alas! . art thouꝰ in the chair 

BWI thou did(t lately ſo triumph and ſhine, 

A worm doth fir, whoſt feet and hair 

Are the more foul; the more wert divine. 

This, this hath done it, this did bite the root 

And bottome of the leaves: which when the winde 

Did once perceive, it blew them under foot, 

Where rude unhallow'd ſteps do cruſh,and grinde 
Their beauteoug glories. Onely ſhreds of thee, 
And thoſe all bitten, in thy chair I ſee. 


Why doth my Mother bluſh? is ſhe the roſe, 
And ſhows it ſo? Indeed Chriſts preciqus bloud. 
Gave you a colour once; which when your fqes 
Thought to ler out, the blecding did you gents 
And made you look much freſher then befate 
But when debates and fretting jealouſies 
Did worm and work within you more and mace, 
Your colour faded, and calamities 
Turned your rudilie into pale and bleak: 
Your and beauuc both began to break 


Then did your ſev'rall parts unlooſe and ſtare: 
Which when your neighbouts aw like a north-winde, 
They ruſhed in, and caſt them in the dirt 
— Pagans tread, O Mother dcare and kinde, 
Where ſhall I get me eyes enough to veep, 
As many eyes 4 — laces is — 
And much of Aſia and Europe faſt aſleep, 
Aadev'nall Africk; would at leaſt I might 
With theſe two poore ones lick up all the dew, 
Which falls by night, and poure it out for you! 


« Juſtice. 


N 
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.C Juſtice. 


Dreadfull J uſtice,vvhat * u and terrour 
4 ou of old, 
| When ſinne and errour 
Did hovy and he thy looks to me, 
And through their gu diſcolour thee! 
& dat did but look up, was proud and bold. 


| 1 —— 

ke o great 

The e 

Nellie owe rentvinge engine 

Thy hand above did burn and glow, 
hating the ſtouteſt hearts, the proudeſt wits, 


nerv that Chriſts pure vail preſenits the ſight, 
L fee no fears: 
Thy hand is white, 
Iby ſcales like buckets hich auend 
interchangeab cend 
Liung to heaven from thus well of — 


ke where before thou ſtill didſt call on me, 
Now I till touch 

| And harp on thee. 
Gods iſes have made thee mine; 
Why ſhould I juſtice now decline: 
lyunſt me there is none, but for me much. 


nnn _— — — 


7 


— — — 


The Pilgrimage 
[ Travell'd LIE the _ where lay 
My expectation. 


A long it was and weary way. 

The gloomy cave of Deſperation 

[kt an th' one, and on the other fide 

The rock of Pride. And 
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And ſo I came to phanſies medoy ſtro d 
With many a flower: , 
Fain would I here have made abode, [ 
But I was quicken'd by my houre, a 
So to cares cops I came, and there got 1 
Wich much ado. 


That led me to the wilde of paſſion,which 
Some call the woldz 
A vviſted place, but ſometimes rich. 
Here I was robb d of all my gold, 
Save one good Angell, which a friend had ti'd 
Cloſe to my ſide. 


Tt 


At length I got unto the gladſome hill, 
Where hy my hope, 
Where lay my heart;zand climbing ill, 
When I had gain'd the brow 2 
A lake of brackiſh waters on the ground. 
Was all I found, 


With that abaſh'd and ſtruck with many a ſting 
Of (warming fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Alas my Kang ; 
Can both the way and end be tears? 
Yet taking heart I roſe, and then perceiy d 
I was deceiv d: | [ 


My Hill was further: Sign , 
Yet n crie 
Juſt as I went, None goes that way 
And lives : If that be all, ſaid 1, \ 
After ſo foul a journey death is fair, 
| And but a chair. | 


The 


* 


I The Holdfaſt. 
ones ney ſtrict decree 


But I was told by one, it could not be; 
fer I might cruſt in God to be my light. 

Then will 1 wuſt, aid I, in him alone. 
Nax, ev'n to truſt in him was alſo his: 
We mult confefle that nothing is our oven. 
heal confcfſe that he my ſuccour is: 


lu to have nought is ours, not to confefle 


That all things were more ours by being his. 
What had, and forfeited for all, 
Chriſt keepeth now, who cannot fail or fall. 
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Of my deare God with all power & might, 


That we have I ſtood amar'd at this, 
Much troubled, till I heard a friend expreſſe, 


J Complaining. 
Becauſe thou art 
My power and wiſdome. Put me not to ſhame, 
Becauſe I am 
Thy clay that weeps, thy duſt thut calls. 
Thou art the Lord of glorie ; 
The deed and ſtorie 
Ace both thy due: but I a filly flie, 
T hat live or dic 
According as the weather falls. 


At thou all juſtice, Lord? 


Shows not thy word 
More attribures? Am I all throat or eye, 
To or cric? 


Hare 1 no parts bur hole of grief? 


Let 
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My inch of life: or let th 10US power 
N Cola: houte, 
That I may climbe "0d Ende relief. 


<q The Diſcharge. 
U fic enquiring heart, what wouldſt thou knowl 
Why doſt thou prie, * 
And turn, and leer, and with a licorous e 
Look high and low ; 
And in thy looking ſtretch and grow? 


Haſt thou not made thy counts, and ſumm d up all? 
Did not thy heart 
Give up the whole, and with the whole depart? 
Let what will fall: ; 
That which is paſt who can recall? 


Thy life is Gods, thy time to come is gone, 
And is his right. 
He is thy night at noon : he is at night 
Thy noon alone. 


The crop is his, for he hath ſown. 


And well it vas for thee, when this befell, 
That God did make 
Thy buſineſſe his, and in thy life partake: 
For thou canſt tell, 
If it be his once all is well. 


Onely the preſent is cy part and fre. 
d 


happy thou, 
If, though thou didſt not beat 471 — brow, 
Thou couldſt well ſee 
What preſent tungs tequu d of chec · They 


| 


War 
n 


* 


— — 


The Church. 139 
; why ſhouldſt thou further gos 
8 —— 
f furure depths, but drink the cleare and good. 
ig not for wo 
In times to come; for it will grow. 


and the fir: if he 
= — — 
This houre is mine: if for the next I care, 


I too wide 
And do cxccoaciupen donde Bite, 


For death each houre environs and ſurrounds. 
He that would know 


lud care tor future chances, cannot go 
Umno thoſe grounds, 
But through a Church-yard whuch the boũds. 


ings preſent ſkrink and die: but ther f 
On future grief, do not remove it thence, 


Bur it extend, 
And draw the bottome out an end. 


God chains the dog till night: wilt looſe the chain, 
wake thy ſorrow? 


Wilt thou forcſtall it, and now grieve to motrovws 
And then agun 


Greive over frellly all thy pain? 


Either grief will not come: or if it muſt, 
Do not forccaft. 


And while it cometh, it is almoſt paſt. 
Away diſtruſt: 


My God hath promus'd,he us juſt. 


C4 Praiſe, 
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1 Praile. 


I will love thee ; 
And that love may never ceaſe, 
I will move chee. 


Thou haſt granted my requeſt, 
Thou B heard me: 
7 hou didſt note my working breaſt, 
Thou haft par d me. 


Wherefore with my utmoſt art 
I will thee, 
And the cream of all my heart 
I will bring thee. 


Though my finnes againſt me cried, 
Thou didſt cleare 
Thou dudſt heare me. 


Sev'n whok dayes, not one in ſeven, 
I wilt praiſe thee. 

In my heart, though not in heaven, 
I canraiſe thee, 


Thou grew'ſt ſoft and moiſt with tears, 
Thou relented : 
And when Juſtice call'd for fears, 
Thou diſſentedſt. 
Small it is, in this poore ſort, 
Toencoll thee : 


Ev n etetmitie is too ſhore 
To extoll thee. 


« An 


En aA 
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An Offering. 


(om niger If bleſſings were 28 ſlow 

As mens returns, hat would become of fools ? 

What haſt thou there? a heart? but is it pure? 4 

{earch well and ſee; for hearts have many holes, 

- | fer one pure heart is nothing to beitow: g 
| Cdxiſt co natures met to be thy cure. 


O dut within us hearts had propagation, 

ve many gifts do challenge many hearts ! 

ſet one, — number; 

lad ſingle things grow fruitfull by deſerts. 

| publick judgements one may be a nation, 

lad fence a plague, while others ſleep and ſlumber, 


uur all I fear is leſi thy heart diſpleaſe, 

neither good, not one: ſo oft diviſions 

Thy luſts have made, and not thy luſts alone; 

Thy paſſions alſo have their ſer partitions. 
parcell out thy heart: recover theſe, 

ind thou mayſt offer many giſts in one. 


There is a balſome, or indeed a bloud, ( cloſe 
ing from heav'n, which doth both cleanſe and 

All forts of wounds; of ſuch ſtrange force ut 5, 

ek out thus AlL heal, and ſeek no repole, 

Unnll thou finde and uſe it to thy good: 


[Thea bring thy giftz and let thy bymae bethus; 
Since my ſadneſſe 

Into 
Lud chou doſt convert, 


O 
What thou haſt kepe, 
bree s. * 


(For this 


All veere thi 
And none of mine: 
Surely thine alone. 


Yer thy favour 
M give ſavour 
To this poore oblation; 
. — taiſe 
0 th Cy 
And be my al vation. _ 


— * 


— ht A ttt —— — 


© Longing. 


VVia fick and famifte eyes, 
With doubBng knees and weary bones, 
To thee my cries, 
To thee my grones 
To thee my ſighs, my tears aſcend: g 
No end? 


My throat, my ſoul is hoarſe ; 
My heart is vither'd like a 
Which thou doſt curſe. 
My thoughts turn round 
And make me giddie; Lord, I fall, g 
Let call. 


From thee all piric flows. 
Mothers are kinde, becauſe thou aft, 
And doſt diſpoſe 
To them a part: 
Ther inſants, them; and they ſuck thee 
| More free. 
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Look on my ſorrows round! 
Mark well my furnace ! O'what flames, 
What heats abcund! 
What griefs, what ſhames | 
Conſider, Lord; Lord, bow thine care, 
And heare}! 


— Cn 
Thy dyi ad tree: 
Ns Dinas now 
More dead to me! 
Lord heare! Shall be that made the care, 
Not hearet 


f Behold, thy duſt —— ſtirre, 
n moves, it ——— bores : . 


np dv mags 
ls all lockt ? hath a ſinners p 
$3 ay lot? ham No b 


Indced 
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Indeed the world's thy book, 
Where all things have their leafe aſſign d: 
Let a meek 
PP ne nm yp 
Thy board is full, yet e 
* Finde neſts, 


to nothing: thou doſt rei 
And rule on high, 
grief 18 — 
In bitter grief: yet am I ſtil” 
Thy childe. 


Lord, didſt thou leave thy throne, 
Not to relieve? how can it be , 
Thar thou art 
Thus hard to me? 
Were ſinne alive, good cauſe there were 
To bear, 


2 _ — 

And promules live ide. 

. That wants his head; 

Ry thy 100 Theſe ſpeak and chide, 
in ome poure my tears, 


Lotd 1 heart, 
Which hath been broken now fo long, 
That ev'ry part 
Hath gota tongue! 
Thy beggars grow ; rid them away 
To day. 
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My love, my ſweetneſſe, heare! 
y theſe thy feet, at Which my heart 
Lies all che yeare, 
Pluck out thy dart, 


N heal my troubled breaſt which crycs, 
Which dycs. 


— r 
—— 
— 


— 


The Bag. 
Way deſpair; my gracious Lord doth heare. 
Though windes and waves aflault my keel, 
He doth preſerve it: he doth ſteer, 

Ev'n when the boat ſeems moſt to reel. 
Storms arc the triumph of his art; 

yell may he cloſe his cyes, but not his heart. 


Halt thou not heard, that my Lord I rus di d ? 
Then let me tell thee a ſtrange ſtorie. 
The God of power, as he did ride 

In his majeſtick robes of glorie, 
Reſolv'd to light ; and fo one day 

ne did deſcend, undreſsing all the way. 


The ſtarres his fire of light and rings obtain d, 

The cloud his bow, the fire his ſpear, 

The sky his azure mantle gain d. 

And when they ask d, hat he would Wear; 
He imil d and {aid as he did go, 

tle had new clothes a making here below. 


When he was come, as travellers are wont, 
He did repair unto an inne. 
Both then and after, many a brunt 
He did endure to cancell finne: 

And having giv'n the reſt before, 
lere he gave up Jus life to pay our ſcoxe. 
Q 


Put 


146 The Church. 


But as he was retur , there came one 
That ran — * with a ſpear. 
He, Who came hither all alone, 
Bringing nor m in, nor arms, nor fcar, 
Recciv'd the blow upon his fade, 
And ſtraight he turn d, and to his bredxen cry d, 


If ye have any thing to ſend or write, 
(1 have no bag, but here is room) 
Unto my fathers hands and fight 
(Belceve me) it ſhall ſafely come. 
That I ſhall minde, hat you impart; 
Look, you may put it very neare my heart, 


Or if hereafter any of my friends 
Will uſe me in this kinde,the doere 
Shall ſtill be open; What he ſends 
1 will preſent,and ſomewhat more, 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey 
Any thing to mc. Hcark deſpair, away. 


ad 


— — = — — 
— 2 


The Jews. 


Oore nation, whoſe ſwyeet ſap, and juice 
Our cycns have purloin'd, and left you drie: 
Whole ſtreams we got by the Apoltles ſluce, 
And ule in baptiſme, while ye pine and dic: 
Who by not keeping once, became a debtcr; 
And now by keeping loſe the lettet: 


Oh thatm mine, alas! 
Oh that ſome 1 ht a trumpet ſoundʒ 
A: which the Church falling upon her face 
Should cric ſo loud, untill the trump were drown', 
And by that die of her dearc Lord obtain, 


Ila your fweer ſap might come again! 
q Tis 
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« The Collar. 
Struck the board, and cry'd, No more, 
I will abroad. 
What? ſhall I ever ſigh and pine? 
nes and life are free; tree as the rode, 
Looſe as the winde, as large as ſtore, 
Shall I be ſtill in fuir? 
Have I no harveſt but a thorn 
| To let me bloud, and not reſtore 
fat I have loſt with cordiall fruitꝰ 
Sure there was wine 
Before my ſighs did drie it: there Was corn 
Before my tears did drown it, 
Is the yeare onelyloſ to me? 
Have I no bayes to crown itꝰ 
\ flowers, no garlands 8 all blaſted? 
| I waſted? 
Not ſo,my heart: but there is fruit, 
And thou hait hands. 
Recover all thy ſigh- blovvn age 
double pleaſures: leave thy cold diſpute 
If whac is fir, and not forſake thy cage, 
bh Thy rope of lands, 
pettie thoughts have made, and made to thee 
Good cable, to enforce and draw, 
And be thy law, 
While thou didſt wink and wouldſt not ſee, 
Away; take heed: 
I will abroad, 
ul in thy deaths head there: tie up thy ſe us. 
He that forbe ars 
To ſuit and ſerve his need, 


þ Deſerves his load. 
1 


$1 ray'd and grew more fierce and wilde 
At every word, 


10 Me thoughts I heard one calling, C hilde: 
And Ireply'd, My Lord. 
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I The Glimpſe. 
VW Hither — delight? 


Thou cam ſt but now wilt thou fo ſoon depart, 
And give me up to night? 

For many weeks of lingring pain and ſmart 

But one half houre of comfort for my heart? 


Mc thinks delight ſhould have 
More skill in muſick, and keep better time. 
Wert thou a winde or wave, 
They quickly go and come with lefler crime: 
Flowers look avout, and dic not in their prime. 


Thy ſhort abode and ſtay 

Feeds not, but addes to the deſire of meat. 
Lime begg'd of old ( they (ay ) 

A neighbour dans to cool his inward hear; 


Which by the ſprings acceſſe grew much more great. 


In hope of thee my heart 

Pickt here and there a crumme, and would not dic; 
But conſtant to his part 

When as my fears forctold this, did replie, 

A ſlender thread a gentle gueſt will ue. 


Yet if che heart that wept 

Muſt let thee go, return when it Jon knock, 
Although th heap be kept 

For future times, the = pings of the ſtock 

May oſt break forth, and never break the lock, 


It I have more to ſpinne, 
The wheel fall go, ſo that thy ſtiy be ſhort. 
Thou knowſt how grief and ſianc 
Diſturb th: work. O make me nat theu [ports 
Who by thy coming may be made a court! 


< Aſlucang 


ke 
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q Aſſurance. 


() — bitter thought 

linerly ſpite full thought! Couldſt thou invenc 

@ high a torture? Is ſuch poyſon bought? 

Doubtleſſe, but in the way of puniſhment, 
When wit contrives to meet with thee, 
No ſuch rank poyſon can there be. 


Thou ſaid' ſt but even now, 

That all was not ſo fair, as I concciv'd, 

kwixt my God and me; that I allow 

ul coin large hopes; but, cht I was decerv'd: 
Either the league was broke, or neare it 
And, that I had great cauſe to fear it. 


And what to this? hit more 

Could poyſon, if it had a tongue, cxprelſc? 

What is thy aim? wouldit thou unlock the doote 
Tocold deſpairs, and gnawing penhyenelle ? 


Wouldſt thou raiſe devils? I ſee, I Know, 
I writ thy purpoſe long ago. 


But I will to my Father, 

Who heard thee ſay it. O moſt gracious Lord, 
| all the hope and comfort that I guther, 

Were from my ſelf, I had not half a word, 
Not halt a letter to oppole 

What is objected by my toes. 


Bur thou art my deſert: 

And in this league, which now my foes inv3de, 
hou art not onely to perform thy part, 

but alſo mine; as when the league Was made 

Thou didſt at once thy ſelf wilite,, 


And hold my hand, while 1 did write. 
G 3 \Wheretore 
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Wherefore if thou canſt fail, 
Then can thy truth and I: but while rocks ſtand, 
And rivers ſtirre, thou canſt not ſhrink or quail: 
Yea, when both rocks and all things ſhall disband, 
Then ſhalt thou be my rock and tower, 
And make their ruine praiſe thy power, 


Now fooliſh thought go on, 
Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat 
Io hide thy ſhame: for thou haſt caſt a bone 
Wiuch bounds on thee, and will not down thy tien 
What for itſelf love once began, 
Now love and truth will end in man. 


—— * — —— 
8 92 


The Call. 


Ome, my Way, my Truth, my Life: 
Such a Way, as gives us breath: 
Such a Truth, as ends all ſtrife : 


And ſu. h a Lite, as kille ch death. 


Come, my Light, my Feaſt, my Strength: 
Such a Light, as ſhows a feaſt: 

Such a Feaſt, as mends in length: 

Such a Strength, as makes his gueſt, 


Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: 
Such a Joy, as none can move : 

Such a Love, as none can part: 

Such a Heart, as joyes in love. 


« Claſping 
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q Claſping of hands. 


1 thou art mine, and I am thine, 
It mine IT am: and thine much more, 
Then I or ought, or can be mine, 
Yet to be thine, doth me reſtore, 
So that again I now am mine, 
And 7 advantage mine the more. 
Since this being mine, brings with it thine, 
And thou with me doſt thee reſtore. 

If 1without thee would be mine, 

I neither ſhould be mine nor thine, 


Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine: 

do mine thou art, that ſomething more 

| may preſume thee mine, then thine. 

For thou didſt (uftcr to reſtore 

Not thee, but me, and to be mine: 

And with advantage mine the more, 

Since thou in death waſt none of thine, 

Yet then as mine didſt me reſtore. 
O be mine ſtill! ſtill make me thine! 
Or rather make no Thine and Mine! 


« Praiſe. 


Thy praiſe alone. 
My buſie heart ſhall ſpin it all my dayes : 

And when it ſtops for want of ſtore, 
Then will I wring it with a figh or grone, 
That thou mayſt yet have more. 


G 4 
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| Bn „Iwill mean and ſpeak thy praiſe, 
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When thou doſt favour any action, 
It runncs, it flies: 
All things concurre to give it a perfection. 
That which had but two — before, 
Weg thou doſt bleſſe, hith twelve: onc wheel doth ic 
| To twentie then, or more. 


But when thou doſt on buſineſſe blow, 
It hangy, it clogs: 
Not all the teams of Albion in a row 
Can hale or draw it out of doore. 
Legs arc but ſtumps, and Pharaohs wheels but logs, 
And ſtruggling hinders more. 


Thoulands of things do thee employ 
Inruling all 
This ſpacious globe: Angels mult have their joy, 
Devils their rod, the ſea his ſhore, 
The windes their Rint: and yet when I did call, 
| Thou hcardſt my call, and mote. 


I have not loſt one ſingle tear: 
But when mine eyes 
Did weep to heav'n, they found a bottle there 
(As we have boxes for the poore) 
Readic to take them in; yet of a ſize 
That would contain much more. 


But after thou hadſt ſlipt a drop 
From thy right eye, 
(Which there did hang like ſtreamers neate the top 
Ot ſume fair church to ſhow the ſore 
And bloudic battell which thœu once didſt trie) 
The glaſle was full and more. 


\Whcrefore 
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Wheretore I ſing. Yer ſince my heart, 
Though preſs d, runnes thin, 
O chat I might ſome other hearts convert, 
And ſo take up at uſe good ſtore: 
That to thy cheſts there might be coming in 
Both all my praiſe, and more ! 


— . — — _—_—__—— 
Joſephs coat. 


Ounded I ſing, tormented I indite, 
Thrown down !] fall into a bed, and reſt x 
Serrow hath chang d its note: ſuch is his will, 
Who changeth all things, as him pleaſeth beſt, 
For well he knows, if but one grief and ſmate 
Among my many had his full carecr, 
dure it would carric with it ev'n my heart, 
And both would runne untill they found a biere 
To fetch the bodie; both being due to grief. 
But he hath ſpoil d the race; and gyn to anguiſh 
One of Joyes coats, ticing it with relief 
To linger in me, and together langaith. 
I live to ſhew his power, who once did bring 
My joyes to weep, and no my grie fi to ſg · 


— - — — —_— — — 
J The Pulley. 


VVucn God at firſt made man, 
Having a glaſſe of bleſſings ſtanding by; 
Let us (ſaid he) poure on him all we can: 
Let the worlds niches, which diſperſed lie, 
Conttact into a ſpan. 
G 5 20 
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So ſtrength firſt made a way 
Then bcautic flow d, then wildome, honour pleaſur: 
When almoſt all was out, God made a ſtay, 
Verceiving that alone of all his treaſure 

Reſt in the bottome lay, 


For if I ſhould (ſaid he) 
Beſtow this jewell alſo on my creature , 
He would adore my gifts in ſtead of me, 
And reſt in Nature, not the God of Nature: 
| So both ſhould loſers be. 


Yet ler him keep the reſt, 
But keep them with repining reſtleſneſſe: 
Let him be rich and wearie, that at leaſt, 
I goodnellc leade him not, yet wearineſſe 
May toſſe him to my breaſt. 


—— — — — 
— — — 


The Prieſthood. 


Leſt Order, which in power doſt ſo excell, 
That withth'one hand thou lifteſt to the $ky, 
And with the other throweſt down to hell 
In thy juſt cenſures; fain would I draw nigh, 
Bain put thee on, — my lay-fword 

0 


For that of th holy word. 


But thou art fire, ſacred and hallow'd fire; 

And I but earth and clay: ſhould Ipreſume 

To wear thy habit, the ſevere attire 

My ſlender compolnions might conſume, 

I am both foul and brittle ; much unfit 
Io deal in holy War. 


Yet | 
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Yet have I ofren ſeen, by canning hand 

And force of fire, what curious things are made 

Of wretched earth. Where once I Korn d to ſtand. 
That earth is fitted by the ſire and trade 


Ofskilfull artiſts, for the boards of thoſe 
Who make the braveſt ſhoyvs. 


But ſince thoſe great ones, be they ne're ſo great, 
Come from the earth, from whence thoſe veſlels come; 


do that at once both feeder, diſh, and meat 
Have one beginning and one finall ſumme: 


Ido not greatly wonder at the ſiglit, 
If earth in earth delight. 


But th holy men of God ſuch veſſels are, 

As ſerve him up, who all the world commands: 

When God vouchſafetli to become our fare, 

Their hands conucy him, who conveys their hands. 

Owhat pure things, moſt pure muſt thoſe dungs be, 
Who bring my God to me | 


Whereforc I dare not, I, put forth my hand 
To hold the Ark, although it ſeem to flake 
Through th'old finnes and new doctrines of our land - 
Onely, ſince God doth often veſſels make 
Of lowly nutter for high uſes meet, 
I throw me at his ſeet. 


There will] lie, untill my Maker ſeek 
For ſome mean ſtuffe whereon to ſhovy his skill: 
Then is my time. The diſtance of the meck 
Doch flatter power. Leſt good come ſhort of ill 
In praiſing might, the poore do by ſubmiſſion 

W hat pride by oppoſition 


J The: 
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The Search. 


VV hHicher, O, whither art thou fled, 
My Lord, my Love ? 
My ſcarches are my daily bread 
Let never prove. 


My knees pierce th earth, mine cies the skieʒ 
And yet the ſphere 
And centre both to me denic 
That thou art there. 


Yet can I mark how herbs below 

| Grow green and gy; 

As if to meet thee they did know, 
Whule 1 decay. 


Ver can I mark how ſtrres above 
; Simper and ſlune, 
As having keyes unto — love, 

While poore I pine. 


I ſent a figh to ſeek thee out, 

Deep drawn in pain, 
Wing'd like an arrovv: — my ſcout 
Returns in vain. 


I tun'd another (having ſtorc) 
Into a grone; 
Becaule the ſearch was dumbe before: 
But all was one. 


Lord, doſt thou ſome new fabrick mold 
Which favour winnes, 

And keeps thee preſent, leaving th old 

as Unto their fanncs ? 


Where 


| 
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Where is my God ? what hidden place 
Conceals thec (hill ? 


What covert dare eclipſe thy face ? 
Is it thy will? 


Olet not that of any thing; 
Let 2 bralle, 
Or ſteel, or mountains be thy ring, 
And Iwill paſſe. 


Thy will ſuch an intrenching is, 
a As paſſeth thought : 
Io it all ſtrength, all ſubtiltucs 

Are things of nought 


Thy will ſuch a ſtrange diſtance is, 
As that to it 

Ext and Weft touch, the poles do kiſſe, 
And parallels mect. 


Since then my grief mult be as large, 
As is thy (pace, 


Thy diſtance from me; ſee my charge; 
Lord, ſee my caſe. 


Otake theſe barres, theſe lengths away 3 


Turn, and reſtore me: 


de not Almightie, let me lay, 
Agaunſt, but for me. 


When thou doſt turn, and wilt be ncaxe; 
What edge fo keen, 


What point ſo piercing can appeare 
To come between 


For as thy abſence doth cxccll 
All diſtance known: 
So doth thy neareneſſe bear the bell, 
— Munz to onc. „ Grief 
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Who will give me teats? Come all ye ſprings, 
Dyvcll in my head & eyes: come clouds, & tam 
My grict hath — of all the watry things, | 
Ihet nature hath produc d. Let ev'ry vein 

Suck up a river to ſupply mine eyes, 

My weary weeping eyes too drie for me, ly 
Unleſſe they get new conduis,ncvy ſupplies W 
To bear them out, and with my ſtate agree. 
What are two ſhallow foords, Vo little ſpouts 1 
Ot a leſſe world? the greater is but ſmall, 9 
A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts, 
Which waact proviſion in the midſt of all, 
Verſes,ye arc too fine a thing, too wile 

Por my rough ſorrows: ceaſc be dumbe and mute, 
Give up your feet and running to mine eyes, I 
And keep your meaſures for ſome lovers lute, , 
Whoſe grief allows him mulick and a ryme: 

For minc excludes both meaſure, tune, and time. 
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Alas, my Gol! | 
| =O 
q The Croſſe. 1 
/ 


Hat is this ſtrange and uncouth thing® | 
To make me ſigh, and ſeck, and faint, and die, 


Uncill I had ſome place, where I might ling; |. 
And ſerve thee ; and not onely 1, | 

Bur all my wealth, and familie might combine | 

T ſet thy honour up, as our deſigne. | | 
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And then when after much delay, 
Much wraitling,many a combate, this deare end, 
{much de ſu d, is giv'n, to take away 
My _— to ſerve thee ; ro unbend 
Al my abilities, my de ſignes confound, 
And hy my ducatnings bleeding on the ground, 


One ague dwelleth in my bones, 
{ Another in my ſoul (the memorie 
What] would, do for thee. if once my grones 
Could be allow'd for harmonic) 
lam in all a weak diſabled ching, 
ave in the fight thereof, where ſtrength doth ſting, 


Beſides, things ſort not to my will, 
Vn when my will doth ſtudie thy renown: 
Thou turneſt th edge of all things on me ſtill, 
Taking me up to throw me down: 
o that, ev 'n when my hopes ſeem to be ſped, 
| amto grief alive, to them as dead. 


| To have my aim, and yet to be 


Farther from it then when I bent my bow 
To make my hopes my torture, and the fee 
Of all my woes another wo, 
kin the midſt of dclicates to need, 
And ev'n un Paradiſe to be a Wed. 


| Ah my deare Father, caſe my (marr! 
| Theſe contrarieties cruſh me: theſe croſſe ations 
Doc winde a rope about, and cut my heart 
And yet fince theſe thy contradictions 
Are properly a crofle felt by thy ſonne, 
Wich but fourc words, my words, T hy will be dune. 


4 Tlie 
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Ho« freſh, O Lord, ho ſeet and clean 


Are thy returns! ev'n as the flowers in ſpring; 
To which, beſides their own demean, 
The latc-paſt froſts tributes of — bring. 
| Grief melts away 
: Like ſnow in May, 
As if there were no ſuch cold thing, 


Who would have thought my ſlxivel'd heart 


Could have recover'd greenneſſe? It was gone 
Quite under ground ; as flowers depart 


To ſce their mother-root, when they have blown; 


Where they together 
AH che hard weather, 


Dead to che world, keep houſe unknayn, 


Theſe are thy wonders,Lord of power, 
Killing and quickning, bringing down to hell 
And up to heaven in an houre; 
Making a dumung of a paſſing-bell. 
We lay amiſle, 
This or that is: 


Thy word is all, if we could ſpell, 


O that I once paſt changing were, 
Faſt in thy Paradiſe here no flower can wither! 
Many a ſpring I ſhoot up fair, 
Oficing at heav'n, growing and groning thither: 
Nor doth my flower 
Want a ſpring-ſhowre, 


My nes and I joining together; 
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But while I grow in a ſtraight line, 

&ll upwards bent, as if heay'n were mine own, 

Thy anger comes, and I decline: 

What froſt to that? hat pole is not the zone, 
Where all things burn, 
When thou doſt turn, 

And the leaſt frown of thine is ſhown? 


| And now in age I bud again, 
ker ſo many deaths I hve and write; 
T once more ſmell the dew and rain, 
and relith verſing: O my oncly light, 
It cannot be 
That I am he 
On whom thy tempeſts fell all night. 


T heſe arc thy wonders, Lord of love, 
To make us fee we are but flowers that glide: 
| Which when we once can finde and proves 
Thou haſt a garden for us, where to bide. 
Who would be more, 
Swelling through ſtore, 
Fortcir their Paradiſe by their pride, 


— 
— — — = 


Dotage. 
Alſe glozing pleatures,casks of happineſſe, 
Fooliſh night - fires w vomens and childrens wiſhes, 
Chaſes in Arras, guilded emptineſſe, 
Shadows well mounted, dreams in a carcer, 
| Embroider'd lyes, nothing between o diſhes; 
Theſe are the plcaſures here. 
| True earneſt forrows, rooted miſcries, 
guiſh in grain vexations ripe and blown, 
— ure , folid — 85 
Plan demonſtrations, cvident and clearc, 
Fetching their proofs cy'n from the very bone; 
: Thelc are the ſorrows here. But 
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But oh the folly of diſtracted men, 

Who griefs in earneſt, joyes in jeſt purſue; 

Preferring, like brute beaſts, 2 lothlome den 

Before a court, evn that above ſo cleare, 

Where are no ſorrows, but delights more true, 
Then muleries are here! 


rs — — — — 


The Sonne. 
3 forrain nations of the it language boaſt, 


What he varicue each tongue attords: 

I hke our language, as our men and coaſt: 
Who — lle it well, want wit, not words. 
How neatly doe we give one onely name 
To parents iſſue and the ſunnes bright ſtarrel 
A ſonne is light and fruit; a fruitfull flame 
Chaſing the tathers dimnefſe, carri d farre 
From the firſt man in th* Eaſt, to freſh and new 
Weſtern diſcov'ries of poſteritie. 
So in one word our Lords humilitie 
We turn upon him in a ſenſe moſt true: 

For what Chriſt once in humblencſle began, 

We hia in gloric call, The Sonne of Man. 


my 


— 


JA true Hymne. 


Myr joy, my life, my cron 
My hcart was meaning all the day, 
Somewhat it tain would Hy: 
And itill it runneth mutt'ting up and down 


Mich onely this, My jy, my life, my cron. 


Yer 
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Yer flight not theſe feyy Words: 
M wuly ſaid, they may take part 
Among the beſt in art. 
The fineneſſe Which a yun or plalme aftords, 
E when the ſoul unto the lines accords. 


He wo craves all the minde, 
And all the ſoul, and ſtrength, and time, 
| If the words onely ryme, 
juſtly complains, that ſomewhat is behinde 
To make hus verſc,or write a hymne in kinde, 


Whereas if th' heart be moved, 
Although the verſe be ſome what (can, 
God doth ſupplie the want. 
As when th' heart ſayes (ſighing to be approved) 
| 0,could1 love! and tops: God writeth, Loved. 


" — — 
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« The Anſwer. 


Y comforts drop and melt away like ſnow: 
I ſhake my head, and all the thoughts and ends, 
Which my fierce youth did bandie, fall and floyy 
Like leaves about me; or like ſummer friends, 
es of eſtates and ſunne-ſhine, Bur to all, 
Who think me eager, hot, ind undertaking, 
But in my proſecutions ſlack and ſmall; 
| Asa young exhalation, newly waking, 
Scorns his hrſt bed of dirt, and means the sk 
But cooling by the way, grows pur ſie and (love, 
And ſetling to a cloud, doth live and die 
In that dark ſtate of tears: to all, that ſo 
Shove me ,and ſet me, I have one reply, 


Whuch they that know the reſt, know more then J. R 
* 
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JA Dialogue-Antheme. 
Chriſtian. Death. N 


chr. AlL, poore Death, where is thy glorie? * 
Where is thy famous force, thy ancient ſting? 
Dea. Alas poore mortal, void of ſtorie, 
Go /pell and reade how I have kill'd thy King, | 
Chr. Poore death! and who was hurt thereby? 1 
Thy curſe being laid on him, makes thee accurſt. 
Dea. Let loſers talk: yer thou ſhalt die; ( work, 
_—_ arms ſhall cruſh thee. Chr. Spare nat, do thy | 7 
I ſhall be one day better then betare: 
'T hou ſo much worle that thou ſhalt be no more, 


The Watcr-courſe. | f 


Jou who doſt dyvell and linger here below, 

Since the condition of this world rs tral, 
Where of all plants afflictions ſooneſt grow; 
It troubles overtake thee, do not wall: 


Liſe. 


For who can look for leſle, that lovech Sock | 


But rather turn the pipe, and waters courſe | 
To ſerve thy ſinnes, and furniſh thee with [tore 
Ot (ov'raigne tear s, ſpringing from true rcmorie; 
That ſo in pureneſſe thou mayſt him adore, 

a Salvation. 
Who gives to man, as he ſces fic Damnation. 


« Sclt- 
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Self- condemnation. 


'T Hou who condemneſt Jewiſh hate, 
for chooſing Barabbas a murderer 
Before the Lord of glorie; 
Look back upon thine own eſtate, 
Call home thine cye (chat buſie wanderer) 
That choice may be thy ſtorie. 


He chu doth love, and love amiſle 
This worlds deli his before true Chriſtian joy, 
Hath made a Jewiſh choice: 
The world an ancient murdercr 15; 
Thouſands of ſouls it hach and doth deſtroy 
With her enchanting voice, 


He that hath made a ſorric wedding 
| Jerween lus foul and gold, and hath preferr'd 
Falſe gain before the true, 
Hath done what he condemnes in readings 
For he hath fold for money his deare Lord, 
And is a Judas- Jew. 


Thus we prevent the laſt great day, 
And judge our ſelves. I hat light, whuch fin & paſſion 
Did before dimme and choke, 
When once thoſe ſnuffes are ta'ne away, 
Shuncs bright 2nd cleare, cy'n unto condemnation, 


Without excuſe or cloke. 


| — — — — 
Bitter- ſweet. 


H my deare angrie Lord, 

Since thou doſt love, yer ſtrike; 
Caſt down, yet help afford; 
dere Iwill do the like, 


* 
— -- 


| 


| 
3; 


— 
— 


— 2 
— — 
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I will complain, yet praiſe; 
I will bewail, approve: 


And all my ſowre-ſfweet dayes 
I will lament, and love. 


— — — — 


—— — 


« The Glance. 


Wien firſt thy fiveer and gracious eye 
Vouchſaf d cv'n in the midſt of youth and night 
To look upon me, who before did lie 

— * ſinne; 

I felt a ſugred ge delight, 
Paſſing all — any — 
Bede, embalme, and overrunne my heart, 

And take it in. 


Since that time many a bitter ſtorm 
My ſoul hath felt, ev n able to deſtroy, 
Had the malicious and ill- meaning harm 
Mis ſwing and (way: 
But ſtill thy ſweet originall joy 
Sprung from thine eye, did work within my ſoul, 
And ſurging griefs, when they bold, controll, 
And got the day. 


If thy firſt glance ſo powerfull be, 
A mirth but open d und ald ainz 
What wonders ſhall we feel, when we ſhall ſee 
Thy full-cy'd love! 
When thou ſhalt look us out of pain, 
And one aſpect of thine ſpend in delight 
Moxe chen a thouſand ſunnes disburſe in light, 
© Inheav'nabore, 


a The 
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The 23 Pſalme. 


* God of love my ſhepherd is, 
And he that doth me feed: 


While he is mine, and I am his, 
What can I want or need? 


fe leads me to the render graſſe, 
Where I both feed and reſt; 

Then to the ſtreams that gently paſſe; 
In both I have the beſt, 


Or if 1 ſtray, he doth convert 

And bring my minde in frame: 
[And all chis not for my deſert, 
But for his holy namc. 


lea, in deaths ſhadic black abode 
Well may I walk, not fear: 

Fer thou art with me; and thy rod 
To guide, thy ſtafſe to bear. 


Nay, thou doſt make me fir and dine, 
Ev'n in my enemies fight: 

Wy head with — 4 my cup with wine 

Runnes over day and night. 


vuely thy ſweet and wondrous love 
Shall meaſure all my dayes; 
And as it never ſhall remove, 


So neither ſlull my praiſe, 


J Mary 


168 The Church. 
J Marie Magdalene. 


Hen bleſled Marie — her Saviours feet, 
( Whoſe preceprs ſhe had trampled ou before) 
And wore them for a jewell on her head, 
Shewing lus ſteps thould be the ſtreet, 
M herein the thenceforth evermore 
Wich penſive humbleneſle would live and tread: 


che being ſtain ' d her ſelf, why did ſhe ſtrive 
To make him clean, who could not be defil'dꝰ 
Why kept ſhe not her tears for her own faults, 
And not his feet? Though we could dive 
In tears like ſeas, our ſinnes are pil'd 
Deeper then they, in words, and works, and thought, 


Dearc ſoul, ſhe knew ho did vouchſafe and deigne 
To bcar her filth; and that her ſinnes did daſh 
Ev'n God himſcif : wherefore ſhe was not loth, 
As the had brouglt whercwith to ſtain, 
So to bring in wherewith to waſh: 
And yet in raiſing one ,ſhc Waſlied boch. 


— — 
1 8 r 2 — 


—B * 1 — 9 


Aaron. 
Holes on the head, 


Light aud perfections on the breaſt, 
Harmonious bells below, raiſing the dead 
» To lade them unto life and re it. 
Thus are true Aarons dreſt. 


Profaneneſle in my head, 
Defects and darkneſle in my breaſt, 
A noilc of paſſions ringing me for dead 
Undo a place Where 15no teſt. 
Pooxe prick thus am I dieſt. 


Onch 


. 
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Onely another head 
I have,anocher heart and breaſt, 
other mulick, making live not dead, 
Without whom I could have no reſt: 
In him I am well dreſt. g 


Chriſt is my onely head, 
My alone onely heart and breaſt, 
yy onely mulick, ſtriking me ev n dreads 
That to the old man l may reſt, 
And be in him new dreſt. 


So holy in my head, 
PerfeR and light in my deare breaſt, 
y doctrine tun'd by Chriſt, (who is not dead, 
But lives in me while I do reſt) 
Come people; Aaron's dreſt. 


J The Odour, 2.Cor.2. 
Jo» tweetly doth My Maſter ſound! My Ma/ferl 
As Amber greeſe leaves a rich ſent 
Unto the taſter: 
$o do theſe words a ſyeec content, 


| [1noriencall fragrancie, My Maſter. 


With theſe all day I do perfume my minde, 

My minde ey'n thruſt into them both: 
That 1 might finde 

What cordials make this curious broth, 

[This broth of ſmells, that feeds and fats my aunde. 


| er, ſhall 1 ſpeak ? O that to thee 
Gs My — were a little ſo, 
As fleſh may bez 
That theſe rwo words might creep & grow 
Is ſome degree of ſpicineſſe to thee! 
| : H 


Thea 
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T hen ſhould the Pomandes, which was before 
A ſpeaking Meet, mend by reflection, 
And tell me mote: 
For pardon of my imperfection 
Would warm and work it ſweeter then before, 


For when My Maſter, which alone is ſweet, 
Andey'n in my unworthineſle plea 
Shall call and meet, 
My ſervant, as thee not diſpleaſi 
That call is but the breathing of the ſweet. 


This breathing would with gains by ſweetning we 
(As iweet things traffick hen they meet) |, 
. Return to thee. 
And ſo this new commerce and ſweet 
Should all my life employ, and buſie me. 


rr 


— — — — 


4 The Foil. 


If vie could ſee below 
The ſphere of vertue, and cach ſluning grace 
As plainly as that above doth ; 

T lus were the better die, the brighter place. 


God hath made ſtirres the foil 
To (et oft vertues; griefs to ſet off Gnning; 
Yet iu this wretched world i' toil, 
As if grief were not foul, nor vertue winning. 


«7 The Forerunners. 
He harbingers are come. Ser, ſee their markz | 
Whute is their colcur, and behold my head. bo 
But mult they have my brain ? muſt they diſpacł 
Thoſe ſparkling notions, which therein vere bred? . 
Mull dulne ſle turn me to a clod? 
Yet have they left me, T hos art ſtil} my God 
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Good men ye be, to leave me my beſt room, 
a all my heart, and what is lodged there: 
not, I, what of rhe reſt become, 
7 how art — God, be out of fear, 
e will be pleaſed with that dittieʒ 
{if I pleaſe him, I write fine and wittie. 


exe ll (weet phraſes, lovely metaphors. 
will ye leave me thus? when ye before 
I ſtews and brothels onely knew the doores, 
en did I waſh you with my tears, and more, 
/ Brought you to Church well dreſt and clad: 
et) ly God muſt have my beſt, ev'n all I had. | 


Lovely enchanting language, ſugar-cane, 

"x — 2 — flie 7 

Hath ſome fond lover tic d thee to thy bane ? 

lad wilt thou leave the Church, and love a ſtie?ꝰ 
Fic, thou vvilt ſoil thy broider d coat, 

ud hurt thy ſelf, and him that ſings the note. 


fooliſh lovers, if they will love dung, 
With canvas, not with arras clothe their ſhame: 
il [ler follie ſpeak in her own native tongue. 
Trae beautie dwells on high: ours is a flame 
But borrow'd thence to light us tluther. 
autic and beauteous words ſhould ga together. 


hou art ft il my God, is all that ye 
*haps with more embelliſhmens can (ay, 
bo buds of ſpring: let Winter have his fee, 
Let a bleak paleneſſe chalk the doore, 
* Poll within be livelicr then before, 


H 2 J The 


ow ; — go, I paſſe not; take = way: 
er 


7 _ : Les 7 
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C| The Roſe. 


Reſſe me not to take more pleaſure 
In this world of ſugred lies, 
And to uſe a larger meaſure 


Then my ſtrict, yet welcome fzc, 


Firſt, there is nopleaſure here: 
Colour d griefs indeed there are, 
Bluſhing woes, that look as cleare 
As i they could beautie (pare. 


Or if ſuch deceits there be, 

Such delights I meant to (ay ; 
There are no ſuch things to me, 

Who have paſs d my right away. 


But I will not much oppoſe 

Unto what you now adviſc: 
Onely take this gentle roſe, 

And therein my anſwer lies. 


What is fairer then a roſe 2» 

What is ſweeter ? yet it purgech. 
Purgings enmitie diſcloſe, 

Enmutie forbearance urgeth. 


li chen all that worldlings prize 
Be contracted to a roſc; 
Iweetly there indeed it lies, 
But it bneth in tho cloſe. 


do this flower doth judge and ſentence 
Worldly joyes to be a ſcourge: 
For they all produce repentance, 
And repentance is a purge. 


The Church. 173 


Jac? health, not Peck choole : 

Onely thoug | you oppole, 
by that fairly I retuſe, 
For my anſwer is a toſe 


T Diſcipline. 
| hong away — rod, 
Throw away kf * wrath: 


O my God, 
Take the gentle path, 


for my hearts deſire 
lato thine is bent: 


I aſpire 
Toa full conſcne. 


Not a word or look 
laſfect to own , 
ut by book, 


lud thy book *. 


Though [ fail, I weep: 


Though I halt in pace, 
YecI creep 


Tothe throne of grace, 


Then let wrmth remcve; 
Love will do the deed: 


| For with love 
konie hearts will bleed. 


Lore is (wift of foot: 
Love's a man of warre, 
And can ſhoor, 
can hut fxom fame. 
| = H 3 Wie 
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Who can ſcope his bow? 
That which wrought on thee, 
Brought thee lo, 


Necds muſt work on me. 


Throw away thy red; 
Though man frailties hath, 
Thou art God: 


Throw ayay thy wrath, 


The Invitation, 
Orme ye hither all, whoſe riſte 
Is your waſte; 
Save your coſt, and mend your fare, 
God 15 here prepar'd and dreſt, 
And the fe: ſt, 
God, in whom all daintics are. 


Come ye hither all, whom wine 
Doth define, 
Naming you not to your good: 
Weep what ye have drunk amiſle, 
And drink this, 
Which before ye drink is bloud. 


Come ye hither all, whom pain 

Doth arraigne, 
Bringing all your ſinnes to ſight: 
1 aſte and fear not: God is here 

In this cheer, 
And on ſinne doth caft the fright. 


Come ye hither all, whom joy 
Doth deſtroy, 
While ye graze without your bounds: 
Here is joy that droyneth quite 
Your delight, 


As a floud the lower grounds. 


; 
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Come ye hither all, whoſe love 

| ' Is your dove, 

| And exalts you to the skic: 

Here is love, which having breath 
Evn in death, 


| After death can ncver die. 


Lord I have invited all, 
And 1 hall 
Still invite, ſtill call to thee : 


For it ſeems but juſt and right 
In my fight, 
Where is all, there all be. 


_ 


— — . ——————— — 


» 
_—_— —O 1 


I The Banquet. 
ome ſyeer and facred cheer, 


y y Welcome deare ; 
With me, in me, live and dwell : 
For thy neatneſle paſleth fight , 
Thy delight 
Pallerh tongue to taſte or tell. 


O what ſrcerneſſe from the bowl 
Fills my ſoul, 
Such as is, and makes divine! 


Is ſome ſtarre (fied from the ſpherc) 
Melted | 
As we ſugar melt in wine ? 


Or hath freerneſſe in the bread 
Made a head 
To ſubdue the ſmell of finne ; 
Flowers,and gummes,and powders giving 
All their liviog, 
Leſt the enemic ſhould winne ? 
: | H 4 Doubt- 


— 1 


a 


TE AGAL common — Shar TAs 
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Doubtleſſe, neither ſtarre nor flower 
Hath the power 

Such a ſweetneſſe to impart : 

Onely God, who gives perfumes, 

| Fleſh aſſumes , 

And with & pcrtumes my heat. 


But as Pomandets and wood 
Still are good, 
Yet being bruis'd axe better ſented 
God, to ſhowy hovy farre his love 
Could tmprove, 
Here, as broken, is preſented, 


When I had forgot my birth, 
And on cath 
In delights of earth was drown'd ; 
God took bloud, and needs would be 
Spilt with me, 
And ſo found me on the ground. 


Having rais'd me to look up, 


In a 
Sweetly he doth meet m alle. 
But I flu being lovy and ſhorr, 

Farre from court, 
Wine becomes a wing at laſt, 


For with it alonc I flic 

Jo the skic: 
Where I wipe mine eyes, and ſee 
What I ſeck, for what I ſue ; 


Him I view, 
Vho hath done ſo much for me, 
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Let the wonder of this pitie 
Be my dittic, 
lad take up my lines and life: 
Hearken under pain of death, 
Hands and breath; 
[orive in this, and love the ftrife, 


> — 
I The Poſie. 


| Er wits conteſt , 

lad with Their words and poſies windovys fill 
Lee then the leaſs 

of all thy mercies, is my poſic thil. 


This on my ring, 

This by my picture, in my book I write; 
Whether 1 ling, 

Or Hy, or diftate, this is my delight, 


Invention rcit, 
Compariſons go play, wit uſe thy will: 
Lee then the leaſt 
10f a Gods mercies, is my poſie ſull. 


DD ES — _ 
— — 


q A Parodie. 
_— joy, when thou art gone, 
And I alone, 
Which cannot be, 
[Becauſe thou doſt abide with me, 
And I depend on thee ; 


Yer when thou doſt 
dy; wr 
Ot ——— | 
And in my powers not abroad, 
But leave me to my load: * 
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O what a damp and ſlude 
Doch mg invade! 
No ſtormie _ 
Can ſo afflict or ſo aftr 
As thy eclipſed light, 


Ah Lord! do not withdravy , 
Leſt want of aw 
Make Sinne 
And when thou doſt but ſhine lefle cleare, 
Say, chat thou art not here. 


And then what liſe T have, 
While Sinne doth rave, 
And falſly boaſt, 
That I may ſcek, but = loſt ; 
Thou and loa thou know' A, 


O what a deadly cold 
Doth me infold! 
1 half bcleeve, 
That Sinne ſayes true: but while 1 grieve 
Thou com ſt and doſt relieve. 


—— — ” 
* * — - 
- 


« The Elixer, 


Each me, my God and 
Tia things/thee to 4. 


And What 1 do in any t 
To do it as for e 


Not rude ly, as a beaſt, 
To runne into an action; 
But ſtill to make thee 


And give it tus pete ction. 


| 
| 


—— 


— 


| 
: 
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A man that looks on glaſle, 
On it may ſtay his eye; 


| Or if he pleaſeth, through it paſſe, 


And then the heav'n pic, 


All may of thee | 
Nothing can be lo mean, 
Which wich tus tincture (for thy ſake) 

Will not grow bright and clean 


A ſervant with this clauſe 
Makes drudgerie divine : 

Who ſweeps 2 room, as for thy lays, 
Makes chat and ch action ſinc. 


This is the famous ſtone 
That turneth all to gold: 

For chat which God doth touch and own 
Cannot fox leſſe be told. 


— — 


ab 
— — 


« A Wreath, 


Wreathed garland of deſerved praiſc, 
A Of praile deſerved, unto thee I give, 
I giveto thee, who knoweſt all my wayes, 
My crooked winding wayes, wherein I live, 
Wherem I dic, not live: bor life is ſtraight, 


| —_— as a line, and ever tends to thee, 


To thee, who art more farre above deceit, 
T hen deceit ſeems above ſimplicitie. 
Give me ſimplicitie, that 1 may live, 
So live and like, that I may know thy wayes, 


Know them and practiſe them: then ſhall I give 
| For this poore wreath give thee a crown 
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J Death. 


Eath, thou waſt once an uncouth hideous thing, | 
D Nothing but bones, 
The ſid effe& of ſadder grones: 
| 
| 


Thy mouth vas open, but chou couldſt not ling. 


Fot w conſider d thee as at ſome fix 
Or ten yeares hence, 
After the loſſe of life and ſenſe, 
Flech being turn d to duſt, and bones to ſucks 


We lookt on this fide of thee,ſhooting ſhort; 
Where we did finde 
T he ſhells of fledge ſouls left behinde, 
Dry duſt, which ſu: ds no tears, but may extoxt. 


Bur fince our Saviours death did put ſome bloud 
Into thy face ; 
Thou art grown fax and full of grace, 
Much in requeſt, much ſought for,as 2 good, 


For wie do now behold thee gay and ghd; 
As at dooms-day ; 
When ſouls ſhill wear their nevv aray, 


And all thy bones with beautie ſhall be clad. 


Therefore we can go die as ſleep, and truft 
Half chat we havc 

Unto an honeſt fauchfull grave; 

Making our pille cher dovyn, or dult. 


4 Dpoms- 
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q Dooms-day. 


ill it ſtirre, and rubbe the eyes; 
ſhile this member jogs the other, 
one whiſpring, Live you brother ? 


Come away, 
Make this the day. 
, alas, no muſick feels, 
thy trumpet: then it kneels, 
peculiar notes and ſtrains 
(ure T arantulacs raging pains. 


Come away, 
O make no ſtay! 
the — — — 
ſt at they plead poſleſhon: 
i ſtu — 1 
ad that leſſon to the grave. 


Come away , 
Thy flock doth ſtray. 
to windes their bodie lend, 
in them may drown a friend: 


in noiſome grow 
0 a plague and oablick Wo. g 


Come away. 
Help our decay. 
is out of order hurl d, 
cel d out to all the world. 
ord, thy broken conſort taiſe, 


id the muligk (hall be ptaiſc. 


judge 
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Judgement. 
Lmightie Judge how ſhall poore wretches brook 
3 Thy end look, | 
Able a heart of iron to appall, \ 
When thou ſhalc call 
For ev'ry mans peculiar book? 


What others mean to do, I know not well; 
Yet I heare tell, 
That ſome will turn thee to ſome leaves therein 
So void of ſinne, 
That they in merit ſhall excell. 


But I reſolve, when thou ſhale call for mine, 
That to decline, 
And thruſt a Teſtament into thy hand: 
Let that be ſcann d. 
There thou ſtalt finde my faults are thine, 


— — _ I _ a — r 
_— ” — 7 


J Heaven. 
Who will ſhow me thoſe delights on high? 
Echo. f. 
Thou Echo, thou art mortall, all men know. 
Echo. No. 
Wert thou not born among the trees and leaves? 
Echo. Leaves . 
And are there any leaves, that ſtill abide? 
Echo. Bide. 
What leaves are they? impart the matter wholly. 
Echo. Holy 
Are holy leaves the Echo then of bliſſe? 
Echo. Ter. 
Then tell me, vchat is that ſupreme delight? 
Ccho. Light, 


| 


Light 
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| Echo. 


Echo. Leiſure. 
joy, and leiſure; bur ſhall chey perſever? 
Echo. Ever. 


Love. 


Ove bade me welcome: yet my ſoul drew back, 


Guiltie of duſt and ſinne. 
quick-ey'd Love, obferving me grow ſlack 
— entrance ing 
nearer to me, {ve oning, 
It 1 Jack's any thing, 
gueſt, I anfwer'd, worthy to be here: 
Love ſaid, you ſhall be he. 
= the unkinde, ungratefull? AB my deare, 
Icannot look on thee, 
took my hand, and (ſmiling did reply, 
Who made the eyes but 1? 


ruth Lord, but I have marr'd them: let my ſhame 


Go where it doth deſerve. 


know you not, ſayes Love, who bore the blame? 


My deare, then I will ſerve. 


lou muſt fic doyen, ſayes Love, and taſte my meat: 


80 1 did lat anal cat. 


FINIS. 


peace, good will towards men. 


Light to the minde: What ſhall the will enjoy ? 
oy. 
or 70 there cares and buſineſſe with Th pleaſure? 
| 


— II — — — 
— 
— * 
. 


Glorie be to God on high, and on earth 


_— > — 


r ...... ... * L. 
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—4I>M Lmightic Lord, who from thy glorious 
I. 2 72 throne 
| & Seeſt and ruleſt all things e Vn as one: 
WO The ſmalleſt ant or atome knows thy 
J power, 

| FKnown alſo to each minute of an hoare: 
Much more do Common-weals acknowledge thee, 
And wrap their policies in thy decree, 
Com ying with thy counſels, doing 
Which doth not meet with an eternall thought. 
But above all, thy Church and Spouſe doth prove 
Not the decrees of power, but bands of love, 
Early didſt thou ariſe to plant this vine, 
Which might the more indeare it to be thine, 
Spices come from the Eaſt; ſo did thy Spouſe, 
— as che light, Meet as the laden boughs 
Of Noahs ſhadie vine, ch: as the dove; 
Prepar'd and fitted to receive thy love. 
The courle vras weſtward, that the ſunne might light 
As well our underſtanding as our (light, 
Where th Ark did reſt, there Abraham began 
To bring the other Ark from Canaan. 
Moſer purſu d this: but King Solomon 
Finuſh'd and 15 * ion. 
Whenit ooſe, the Jews did hope in vain 
By nailing Chriſt to faſten it again. o 
But to the Gentiles he bore croſſe and all, 
Rending with carthquakes the partition-wall: 
Onely whereas the Ark in glorie ſhone, 
No with the croſſe, as with a ſtaffe, alone, 
Religion, like a pilgrime, weſtyward bent, 


* 


Knock- 


{nocking at all doores, ever as ſhe went. 
et as the ſunne, though forward be his flight, 
Liſtens behinde him, and allows ſome light, 
ill all depart : ſo went the Church her way, 
letting, whule one foot ſtept, the other ſtay 
ous i mong the eaſtern nations tor a time, 
ill both removed to the weſtern clime. 
e Fo Egypt firſt ſue came, where they did prove 
thy N onders of anger once, but now of love. 
The ten Commandments there did flouriſh more 
re: [Then the ten bitter plagues had done before. 
Holy Macarixs and great Ani honie 
Made Pharaob Myſes, changing th hiſtorie. 
Geben was darknefle, Egypt full of lights, 
Nilus for monſters br t forth Iirachtes. 
uch power hith mightie Baptiſme to produce 
For things miſshapen, things of higheſt uſe. 
How deare to me, O God, thy counſels are 
Who may with thee compere ? 
Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts 
bave her the higheſt place in all mens hearts. 
Learning was pos'd, Philoſophic was ſer, 
dophiſters taken in a fiſhers net. 
Nato and Ariſtotle were at a loſſe, 
and wheel d about again to ſpell cbrift- Croſſe. 
ſrayers chas'd ſyllogiſmes into their den, 
And Ergo was \ en. into Amen. 
Though Greece took hocſe as ſoon as Egypt did, 
and Nome as both; yer Egypt faſter rid, 
_ ſpent her period and prefixed time 
before che other, Greece being paſt her prime, 
Religion went to Rome, ſubduing thoſe, 
Who, that they might ſubdue, made all their foes, 
The Warricr his deere skarres no more reſounds , 
But ſecms to yeeld Chriſt hath the greater wounds, 
Wounds willingly cndur'd ro — his bliſle, 
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The great heart ſtoops, and taketh from the duſt 
A ſad repentance, not the ſpoils of luſt : 
— — ſpcar, leſt it ſhould pierce again 
Him in his members, who for him was ſlain, 
The Shepherds hook grew to a ſcepter here, 
Giving new names and numbers to the yeare, 
But th' Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort them 
Who were cut ſhort in Alexanders ſtemme. 
In both of theſe Prowefle and Arts did tame 
And tune mens hearts againſt the Goſpel came; 
Which uſing, and not fearing skill in th one, 
Or ſtrength in th other, did erect her throne, 
Many a rent and ſtruggling th' Empire knew, 
( As dying things are — untill it flew 
At length to Germarnie, ſtill weſtward bending, 
And there the Churches feſtivall attending: 
That as before Empire and Arts made way, 
(For no lefle Harbingers would ſerve then they) 
So they might ſtill, and point us out the place 
Where firſt the Church thould raiſe her downecaſt face, 
Strength levels grounds, Art makes a garden there; 
Then ſhowres Religion, and makes all to bear. 
Spain in the Empire ſhard with Germanic, 
But Englandin — higher victorie: 
Giving the Church a crown to keep her ſtate, 
And not go leſſe then the had done of late. 
Conflantin:s Britiſh line meant this of old, 
And did this myſterie wrap up and fold 
Within a ſheer of paper, which was rent 
From times great Bkonicle and hirher ſent. 
Thus both the Church and Sunne togerher ran 
Unto the fartheſt old meridian. 
How deare to me, O God, thy counſels are 

1 bo may with thee compare f 
Much about one and the ſame time and place, 


Both where and when the Church began her = 
ws © | inne 
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inne did ſet out of Eaſtern Babylon, 

And travell'd weſtward alſo : journeying on 
He chid the Church away, where ere he came, 
Breaking her peace, and tainting her good name. 
At firſt he ot to Egypt, and did ſoy 

Gardens of gods, which ev'ry yeare did grow, 
Freſh and fine deities. They were at great coſt, 
Who for a god clearely a ſallet loſt, 

Ah yvhat a thing is man devoid of grace, 

Adoring garlick with an humble face, 

Begging his food of that which he may eat, 
Starving the whale he worſhippeth his meat! 

Who makes a root his god, how low is he, 

If God and man be ſever d infinitely! 

What vvretchedneſſe can give him any room, 
Whoſe houſe is foul, while he adores his broom? 
None will beleeve this now, though money be 
In us the ſame transplanted foolerie. 

Thus Sinne in Egypt ſneaked for awhile; 

His higheſt was an ox or crocodile, : 
And ſuch poote game.Thence he to Greece doth paſſe, 
And being craftier much then Goodnefle was, 

He left behinde him garriſons of ſinnes 

To make good that which ev'ry day he winnes, 
Here Sinne took heart, and for a garden-bed 

Rich ſhrines and oracles he purchaſed: 

He grew a gallant, and w necds foretell 

As well what ſhould befall, as whit befell. 

Nay, he became a poet, and would ſerve 

His pills of ſublimate in that conſerve. 

The world came both with hands and purſes full 
To this great lotterie, and all would pull. 

But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit, 
Where ſome poore truths were ſhuffled for a bair 
To credit him, and to diſcredit thoſe 
Who after him ſhould braver truths diſcloſe, 
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From Greece he vent to Rome: and as before 
He was a God, now he's an Empcrour, 
Nero and other#lodg'd him bravely there , 
Put him in truſt to rule the Romane ſphere. 
Glorie was his chief inſtrument of old: 
Llcaſure ſucceeded ſtraight, when that grew cold. 
Which ſoon was blown to ſuch a mightic flame, 
That though our Say iour did deſtruy the game, 
Diſparking oracles,and all their — 5 
Setting affliction to encounter pleaſure; 
Let did 2 rogue with hope of carnall joy 
Cheat the moſt ſubtill aõ¹. Who ſo coy, 
So ttimme, as Grete and Egypr? yet their hearts 
Are given over, for their curious arts, 
To ſuch Mahometan ſtupidities, 
As the old heathen would deem prodigies, 
How deare to me, O God, thy counſels are! 

W ho may with thee compare” 
Onely the Weſt and Rome do keep them free 
Frum this contagious infidelitie, 
And this 15 all the Rock, whereof they boaſt, 
As Rome will one day finde unto her coſt. 
Sinne being not able to extirpate quite 
The Churches here, bravely teſolv d one night 
To bea Church-man roo, and yvear a Mitre: 
The old debauched tuſſian would turn vvriter. 
Ifaw him in his ſtudie, where he ſate 
Buſie in controverſies ſprung of lite. 
A gown and pen became him wondrous well: 
His _ aſpe& had more of heav'n then Lell: 
Onely there was a handſome picture by, 
To which he lent a corner of his eye. 
As Sinne in Greece a Prophet was before, 
And in old Rome a mightie Emperour 3 | 
So now being Prieſt he plainly did proteſic 
To make a jeſt of Chriſts three offices 
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The rather ſince his ſcatter d jugg lings were 
United no in one both time and ſphere. 
From Egypt he took pettie deities, 

from Greece oracular infallibilities, 

and from old Rome the libertie of pleaſure, 
By free diſpenſings of the Churches treaſure. || 
Then in memoriall of his ancient thrune 1 
He did ſurname his palace, Babylon. 
Yet that he might the bettet gain all nations, 1 
and make that name good by their rranſmigrations; | 
From all theſe places, but at divers times, 

He took fine vizards to conceal his crimes : 

From Egypt Anchoriſme and retixedneſſe, 
Learning from Greece, from old Rome ftateline(e- 
And blending theſe he carri'd all mens eyes, | 
While Truth fat by, counting his viRories : [ 
Whcreby he grew apace and ſcorn d to uſe 1 
Such force as once did captivate the Jevys ; 
But did beyirch, and bnely work each nation 
Into a voluntarie tranſmigration. 

All poſte to Rome: Princes ſubmit their necks 
Either t his publick foot or private tricks. 

| did not fit * gravitie to ſtirre, 


Nor his long journey, not lus gout and furre. 
There fore he tent out able miniſters, 
dtateſmen within, without doores cloiſterers: 
Who wit hout ſpear, or ſword, or other drumme 
Then what was in their c , did overcome; 
And having conquer d, did 55 ſtrangely rule, | 
That the Whole world did ſcem but the Popes mules 
As new and old Nyme did one Empire tyiſt. 
So both together are one Antichriſt, 
Yet with two faces ns their Fawn was; 
Being in this their old crackt looking- glaſie. 
Hom geare tg me, O God, thy counſels are 

Who may with thee anger , 
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Thus Sinne triumphs in Weſtern Babylon; 
Vet not as Sinne, but as Religion. 
Oft his two thrones he made the latter beſt, | 
And to defray his journey from the eaſt. 
Old and new Balylon are to hell and night, 
As is the moon and ſunne to heay'n and light. 
When t one did ſer, the other did take place, 
Confronti u__y the law and grace. 
They are hells and-marks, Satans double creſt: 
They are Sinnes nipples, feeding th' caſt and weft, 
But as in vice the copie ſtill exceeds 
The pattern, but not ſo in vertuous deeds; 
So though Sinne made his latter ſeat the better, 
The latter Church is to the firſt a debter. 
Thc ſecond Temple could not reach the firſt: 
And the late reformation never durſt 
Compare with ancient times and purer yeares; 
But in the Jews and us deſerveth tears. 
Nay, it ſhall ev ry yeare decre:ſe and fade; 
Till ſuch a darkneſſe do the world invade 
At Chriſts laſt coming, as his firſt did finde: 
Vet muſt there ſuch proportions be afſign'd 
To theſe dimuniſhings, as is between 
The ſpacious world and Jurie to be ſeen. 
Religion ſtands on tip-toc in our land, 
Reakie to paſſe to the American ſtrand. 
When height of malice, and prodigious luſts, 
Impudent finning, witchcrafts, and diſtruſts 
( T he marks of future bane ) ſinll fill our cup 
Unto the brimme, and make our me aſure up; 
When sein ſhall frvallow Tiber, and the THamcs 
By letting in them both, pollutes her ſtre ams: | 
When Italie of us ſhall have her will, 
And all her calender of finncs fulfill; 
Whereby one may fortell, what ſinnes next yeare 
Shall both in France and England domincer: Th 
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then ſhall Religion to America flee: 
They have their times of Goſpel, ev'n as we. 
My God, thou doſt prepare for them a way 
3y —— tuſt their gold from them away; 
for gold and grace did never yet agree: 
Religion alwaies ſides with poverne. 
Ve Junk we rob them, but we think amiſſe: 
e arc more poore, and they more rich by this. 
hou wilt revenge their quarrell, making grace 
o pay our debts, and leave our ancient place 
o go to them, while that which now their nation 
— to us, ſhall be our deſolation. | 
et as the Church ſhall thither weſtward flie, 
Sinne ſhall trace and dog her inſtantly: 
hey have their period alſo and ſet times 
th for their vertuous actions and their crimes. 
And where of old the Empire and the Arts 
U cher d the Golpel ever in mens hearts, 
in hath done one; when Arts perform the other, 
he Church ſhall come, & Sinne the Church ſhall ſma- 
hat when they haue accompliſhed the round, (ther: 
And met in th' eaſt their a and ancient ſound, 
udgement may meet them both & ſearch them round 
hus do both lights, as well in Church as Sunne, 
ight one another, and together runne. 
= alſo Sinne and Darkneſſe follow ſtill 
he Church and Sunne with all them power and skill. 
ut as the Sunne ſtill goes both weſt and eait; 
So alſo did the Church by going weſt 
nll caſtward go; becauſe it drew more neare 
o time and place, where judgement ſhall appeare. 
How deare to me, O God, thy counſels are! 
Who may with thee compare? 


I L' Envoy. 


L' Envoy. 
Ing of glorie, King of peace, 


With the one make warre to ceaſe; 
With the other bleſſe thy ſheep, 

Thee to love, in thee to [lee 

Let not Sinne devoure thy Ela, 
Bragging that thy bloud is cold, 

That thy death is allo dead, 


While his conqueſts dayly ſprc ad, 
That thy fleſli hath loſt his food, , 
And thy Crofle is common wood, | 
Choke lum, let him ſay no more, ' 


Bur reſerve his breath in ſtore, 
Till thy conqueſts and his fall 
Make his ſighs to uſe it all, 

And then bargain with the winde 
To diſcharge what is belunde. 


Bleſſed be God alone, 
Thrice bleſſed Three in One, 


IA. 
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